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EDITORIAL NOTE 


T he object of the editors of this series is a 
very definite one. They desire above all 
things that, in their humble way, these books 
shall be the ambassadors of good-will and' under- 
standing between East and West, the old world 
of Thought, and the new of Action In this 
endeavour, and in their own sphere, they are but 
followers of the highest example in the land. 
They are confident that a deeper knowledge of 
the great ideals and lofty philosophy of Oriental 
thought may help to a revival of that true spirit 
of Charity which neither despises nor fears the 
nations of another creed and colour 

L CRANMER-BYNG. 

S A. KAPADIA. 

Northbrook Society, 

21, Cromwell Road, 

Kensington, S.W. 



A LUTE OF JADE 


INTRODUCTION 
Tnz Aj^aE:?T Ballads 

A LrrrLE under three hundred years from 
AJD 018 to 000 tho period of tho T’ang 
dynasty and tho great aro of Chinese poetry bad 
come and gone Far pack in tho Iwihght of 
history at fout I 700 years before Christ the 
Chinese people song their songs of kings and feudal 
princes good or bad, of husbandry or norr and then 
songs Tdth tho more personal note of sunple Joys 
and sorrows All things m these Odes colieoted 
by OonfamoB belong to the surfoco of hfo they 
are tho work of those who easQy plough light 
furrows knowing nothing of hidden gold Only 
at rare moments of exultation or despair do we 
hear the lyrical oiy rising aboro the monotone 
of dresmliko content Even tho mogulflcent 
outburst at the beginning of this book in which 
% 
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the unhappy woman compares her heart tn a 
dymg moon, is prefaced by vague complaint 

My brothers, although they support me not, 

Are angry if I speak of my sadness 

My sadness is so great, 

Nearly all are jealous of me , 

Many calumnies attack mo. 

And scommg spares me not 
Yet -what harm have I done ? 

I can show a clear conscience 

Yes, the conscience is clear and the, song is 
clear, and so these little streams flow on, shining 
in the clear dawn of a golden past to which all 
poets and philosophers to come will turn with 
wistful eyes These early ballads of the Chmese 
differ in feehng from almost all the ballad htera- 
ture of the world They are ballads of peace, 
while those of other nations are so often war- 
songs and the remembrances of brave deeds 
Many of them are sung to a refrain I\Iore 
especially is this the case with those whose lines 
breathe sadness, where the refrain comes hke a 
sigh at the end of a regret 

Cold from the spnng tbo 'watcra pass 
Over the wavmg pampas grass, 

All night long m dream I be. 

Ah me h ah mo ! to av'ake and sigh — 

Sigh for the City of Cho-w. 
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Cold from lU Poorco tbt itrvam mfinder* 

DmU/ doirn Ihroosb li»« eJ-aadm, 

All night bog Id drtim I He 
"" Ah me I *h me J to aw»k# end rijh— 

Sigh for the CSty of Q»o» 

In another place the refrain urgM and impor 
tnnM ft 18 time for flight 

Cold esd keen the north vind hlon* 

SnAtfelli theehroodofcsovt. . 

\ou who gere me yoor heart. 

Let Tu foio bincU and depart t 
Ta thii a time for delay t 
hoT irhDo «a may 
Int ns aw«y 

Only the boely fox U red 
PU«k bnt the crov flight orerheid 
Too »bo gar* me yone hearts 
The eharbt ereaki to depart 
Is this a time for delay t 
Kov while we may 
Let ns awey 

Perhaps theso Odea may best bo compared 
rvith the Lttio craftlcss figures in an early ago of 
pottery when the fragrance of tboBoU yet Ungored 

about tho rough clay The maker of the eong 
was a poet and knew it not Tho maker of tho 
bowl was an artist and knew it not You will 
pb no finish from either— tho linos aro often 
blurred, tbo design but half fulfilled and yet tho 
effoot is not inartiaUo It has been well said 
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that greatness is but another name for inter- 
pretation ; and in so far as these nameless workmen 
of old mterpreted themselves and 'the times m 
which they hved, they have attained endunng 
greatness. 


Poetry before the T'aitgs 

PoUowmg on the Odes, we have much written 
in the same style, more often than not by women, 
or songs possibly written to he sung by them, 
always m a mmor key, fraught with sadness, yet 
full of qmet resignation and pathos. 

It IS necessary to mention in passing the 
celebrated Ch‘u Yuan (fourth cent bo), mmister 
and kinsman of a petty kinglet under the Chou 
dynasty, whose Li Sao, hterally translated Falling 
into Trouble, is partly autobiography and 
partly imagmation His death by drowmng gave 
nse to the great Dragon-boat Festival, which 
was ongmally a solemn annual search for the 
body of the poet. 

Soon a great national dynasty arrives whose 
Emperors are often patrons of hterature and 
occasionally poets as well The House of Han 
(200 B o.-A D 200) has left its mark upon the 
Empire of Chma, whose people of to-day still 
call themselves “ Sons of Han ” There were 
Emperors beloved of hterary men, Emperors 
beloved of the people, builders of long waterways 
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and RUttering palaces and on© great conqueror 
tho Fmperor \\u Ti of almoat lfgpndnr 7 fame 
Tins waa an ago of preptralfon and dcrelopment 
of now forces Under tho Hans Buddhism first 
began to flourish The effect is aeen in the poelry 
of tho time esi>ecmllr towards the cloMng yeara 
of Ibis dynasty Tho minds of poets eought 
refugo in tho ideal world from tho flloBjonj of (ho 
•enses 

Tho third century a d law (ho birth of what 
was probably tho first Iilemry club over known 
the Mven Sages of tho Bamboo Orore TJiis 
littlo-eolono of fnends waa compo ed of seven 
famous men who po*^«ed many talents in 
common being poets and mo'idans alcliembta 
pbilosopbcrB, and mostly hard dnnken as well 
Their poct! 7 , however is aearcely memorable 
Only ono great name stands between ihera and 
tho poota of tho Tang dynasty— tho name of 
T'ao Cb‘ien (IJ) 30&-427) whoso exquisllo 
aDcgory “Tho Peach Blossom Fountain*' b 
quoted by Professor Giles In hb ChxnfSt LUtrature 
Tho philosophy of thb ancient poet appeara to 
have been that of Horaco Chrpe diem / 

Ah how short a timo it b that wo Aro here I 
Why then not sot our hearts at rest ceasing to 
trouble whether we remain or go 7 Mliat b^ti 
it to wear out the soul with anxious thoughts f 
I wont not wealth , I want not power heaven 
b beyond my hopes Then let mo stroU through 
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the bnght hours as they pass, in my garden 
among my flowers, or I will mount the hill and 
smg my song, or weave my verse beside the 
hmpid brook Thus wiU I work out my allotted 
span, content with the appomtments of Fate, 
my spirit free from care.”^* For him enjoyment 
and scarcely happmess is the thmg And al- 
though many of his word-pictures are not lacking 
in charm or colour, they have but httle sigmfi- 
oance beyond them They are essentially the 
art works of an older school than that of the 
Seven Sages But we must have due regard 
for them, for they only miss greatness by -a httle, 
and remmd us of the famt threnodies that “stir 
in the throats of bird musicians upon the dawn. 


The Poets of the T'ang Dynasty 

At last the golden age of Chmese poetry is at 
hand Call the roll of these three hundred 
eventful years, and aU the great masters of song 
will answer you This is an age of professional 
poets, whom emperors and statesmen dehght to 
honour With the Chmese, verse-makmg has 
always been a second nature. It is one of the 
aocomphshments which no man of education 
would be found lackmg. Colonel Cheng-Ki-Tong, 
m his dehg^tful book The Chtnese Painted by 

* Giles, Ohtneee LUerature, p. 130 
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Themidvts, eaya ‘‘Pooliy hoa been in China 
AS in Grocco tho Jangongo 0 / tbo gods It was 
poetry that inonlcatcd laws and maxims it 
was by tho harmony of its hnes that traditions 
wero handed down at a Umo when memory had 
to stipply tho ploco of writing and it was tho 
first langnago of wisdom and of inspiration ” 
It has bMn abovo all tho recreation of statesmen 
and great officials a means of escape from tho 
wconnesa of pubho life and tlio burden of ruliog 
A study of tho intermmabfo biographies of Chineso 
poets and men of lottora would rovcal but a fow 
professional poets men whoso hros wero wholly 
doroted to their ort and of theso fow tho T ang 
dynasty can claim nearly all Yet strango as 
it may seem this matters but liltlo when the 
quality of Chineso poetry is considcretL Tho 
great men of tho ago were at onco sorranta of 
duty and tbo lords of hfo To them official 
routino and tho rcsponsibllitioa of the stato were 
burdons to bo bomo along tho highway with 
periods of rest and Intimate ro-union with natnro 
to cheer tho travellers WJion the heavy load 
was laid aaldo song rose naturally from the lips 
“fiubtly connecting tho arts they were at onco 
painters and poets musicians and singers And 
because they wero phdosophora and seekers ofter 
tho beauty that undorbw tho form of things 
they made the picture express its own significance 
and every song find echo in tbo souls of those 
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that beard You will find no tedium of repetition 
in all their poetry, no thm vein of thought beaten 
out over endless pages The following extract 
from an ancient treatise on the art of poetry 
called Ming-Chung sets forth most clearly certain 
ideals to bo pursued . 

“ To make a good poem, the sub]ect must be 
mterestmg, and treated m an attractive manner , 
gemus must slnne throughout the whole, and be 
supported by a graceful, brilhant, and sublime 
style The poet ought to traverse, with a rapid 
flight, the lofty regions of philosophy, without 
deviating from the narrow way of truth . . 
Good taste will only pardon such digressions as 
brmg him towards his end, and show it from a 
more stnking point of view 

“ Disappomtment must attend him, if he speaks 
without speaking to the purpose, or without 
describing thmgs with that Are, with that force, 
and with that energy which present them to the 
mind as a pamtmg does to the eyes Bold 
thought, untirmg imagmation, softness and har- 
mony, make a true poem 

“ One must begm with grandeur, paint every- 
thing expressed, soften the shades of those which 
are of least importance, collect all mto one point 
of view, and cariy the reader thither with a rapid 
flight ” 

Yet when due respect has been paid to this 
critic of old time, the fact still remams- that 
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concentratfon and wggestion arc Iho two c«*<'n 
tials of Chfnew poetry There Is neither Iliad 
nor Odyesey to ^ fonnd In tho hbrane^ of tho 
Chlneso Indeed a favonrito foalnro of their 
verso b tho atop abort ** a poem containing only 
four hncs concerning nhicu another entio boa 
explained that only tho words atop while tho 
aenso goes on But what a world of meaning is 
to bo found between four short lines I Often a 
door b opened a curtain drawn aside, in tho 
halb of roraaneo whoro tho reader may roam at 
win ^Vith this nation of arlbta in emotion the 
tasto of the tea is a thing of lesser Iroporlnnco , 
it b tho aroma which remains and delights 
Tho poems of tho Thongs arc full of ihb aubtl© 
aroma thb soggestivo compelling frogrance 
which hngcra when tho songs haro passed awar 
It IB as though the ^olian harps Lad caught 
somo strayed wind from an unknown world, and 
brought strange messages from peopled stars 
A deep simplicity toucliing many hidden 
springs a profound regnid for the noblo uses of 
leisure things which modem entloa of Ufo have 
taught us to despise— theso ore tho technique and 
the composition and colour of all their work 
Complete suRender to a particular mood until 
the mo^ itself surrenders to tho ortbt and after 
words silent ceaseless toil until a form worthy 
of its expression has boon achieved — thb b the 
method of Li Po and Ins fellows And as for 
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leisure, it means bfe with all its possibilities of 
beauty and romance The’ artist is ever saymg, 
“ Stay a httle while 1 See, I have captured one 
moment from etermty ” Yet it is only m the 
East that poetry is truly appreciated, by those 
to whom leisure to look around them is vital as 
the air they bieathe This explams the welcome 
given by Chinese Emperors and Cahphs of Bagdad 
to all rovmg minstrels m whose immortahty, hko 
flies in amber, they are caught. - 

A Poet’s Emterob 

In the long hst of impenal patrons the name 
of the Emperor Ming Huang of the T'ang djmasty 
holds the foremost place History alone would 
- not have immortalized his memory.* But romance 
IS nearer to this Emperor’s hfe than history He 
was not a great ruler, but an artist stihed m 
ceremony and lost in statecraft Yet what 
Emperor could escape immortahty who had Tu 
Fu and Li Po for contemporanes, Ch‘ang-an for 
his capital, and T‘ai Chon of a thousand songs 
to wife ? Poet and sportsman, mystic and man 
of this world, a great polo player, and the passion- 
ate lover of one beautdul woman whose lU- 
starred fate inspired Po Chu-i, the tenderest of 
all their smgers,* Mmg Huang is more to hteratur^ 


» A D 686-762 


* Seo p 73 
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fTmn to history Of hia life and times the poets 
are faithfol recorders Ta Fa in The Old J/on oj 
Shao-Ling loaves us this moraory of his peaceful 
days passed m tho capital before the ambition 
of tho Torino general An Lu slion had dnven his 
master into oiilo In far Ssuch uan Tlio poet 
himself is speaking in tho cUnmeter of a lonely 
old man wandering slorrly down tho winding 
banJa of tho river Kio 

Alasl ho marmured Mhoy oro closed llio 
thonsand palace doors mirror^ in clear cool 
waters Tho young willows and tho rushes re- 
nowing with year — for whom will thoy now 

grow green ? * 

Once in the garden of tho South waved tho 
standard of tho Lmperor 

All that nature yields wos there vying with 
the rarest hues 

"There lived eho whom the love of the first 
of men had made first among women 

Sho who rode in tho imperial chnnot in 
the excursions on sonny days 

Before the chariot flashed tho bright escort 
of maidens armed with bow and arrow 

Mounted upon white steeds which pawed 
the ground champing their golden bits 

Golly they raised thoir heads, launching their 
arrows into olonds 

And, laughing uttered joyous cries when a 
bird fell viotira to their skllh’ 
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In the city of Ch‘ang-an, with its tnple rows of 
ghttermg walls with their tall towers uprising at 
intervals, its seven royal palaces all girdled with 
gardens,^ its wonderful Yen tower nine stones 
high, encased in marble, the drum towers and bell 
towers, the canals and lakes with their floating 
theatres, dwelt Mmg Huang and T'ai-Chen. 
Within the royal park on the borders of the lake 
' stood a httle pavihon round whose balcony crept 
jasmme and magnoha branches scenting the air. 
Just underneath flamed a tangle of peonies m 
bloom, leamng down to the calm blue waters 
Here m the evening the favourite rechned, watch- 
mg the peonies vie with the sunset beyond 
Here the Emperor sent his mimster for Li Po, 
and here the great lynst set her mortal beauty 
to glow from the scented, flower-haunted balus- 
trade immortally through the twihghts yet to 
come. 


What matter if the snow 
Blot out the garden ? She shall still reohno 
Upon the scented balustrade and glow 
With sprmg that thrills her warm blood mto wme 


Once, and once alone, the artist m Mmg Huang 
was merged m the Emperor In that supreme 
crisis of the empire and a human soul, when 
the mutmous soldiers were throngmg about the 
royal tent and olamourmg for the blood of the 
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favourite it Trai the Emperor who sent her 
forth — 

Bttvtco US aTcodes of fpran to dk. 

Policy the bene of artiste demanded it and eo 
for the sake of a thousand issues and a common 
front to the common foo he placed tho love of 
his life upon tho altar of his patriotism and went, 
a broken hearted mao Into the lon^ezHo From 
that moment the Emperor died History ceases 
to take interest in the crownlesa wanderer His 
return to tho place of tragedy and on to the 
capital where the deserted palace awaits him 
with its memories hit endless eectdng for the tout 
of his beloved, hor dlscovofy by tho priest of 
Tao m that island of P'ong Lai whoro — 

(•Or coloared toren 
RiM 0p Uka niabow ^emde. gnd muj 
And bMoUfoI InuoarUb pui tbdr cUyi to pe«c«, 

her message to her lover with its splendid 
tnumphaut noto of faith foretelling their reunion 
at the last — in fine the story of their love with tho 
grave between them — is due to tho gonlus of Po 
Chfi I And to all poets coming after those two 
lovers have beou types of romantic and mystlo 
lore between man and woman Through them 
the symbols of the mandarin duck and drake, 
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the one-vnnged birds, the tree whose boughs are 
interwoven, are revealed They are the earthly 
counterparts of the heavenly lovers, the Cow- 
herd and the Spinning-maid in the constellations 
of Ljrra and Aquila. To them Chmese poetry 
owes some of its finest mspirations, and at least 
two of its greatest smgers, Tu Fu and Li Po. 

Chinbsb Verse Form 

In passmg it is necessary to refer to the 
structure of Chinese verse, which, difficult as it 
IS to grasp and differmg m particulars from our 
European ideas of techmque, has considerable 
mterest for the student of verse form and con- 
struction. 

The favourite metres of the T'ang poets were 
in hnes of five or seven syllables There is no 
fixed rule as regards the length of a poem, but, 
generally speaking, they were composed'of four, 
eight, twelve, or sixteen hnes Only the even 
hnes rhyme, except m the four-hne or stop-short 
poem, when the first Ime often rhymes with the 
second and fourth, curiously recalhng the Rubaiyat 
form of the Persian poets There is also a break 
or csesura which m five-syllable verses falls after 
^the second syllable and in seven-syllable verses 
after the fourth. The Chmese also make use of 
two kinds of tone m their poetry, the Ping or 
even, and the Tsze or obhque 
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The oTon tono has two variations difTermg 
from each other only in pitch the obllquo tono 
has three variations known os “ Rising Sinking 
and Entering * In a sovcn-eyllablo verso the 
odd syllables can have any tono os regards tho 
oven syllables, when tho second syllablo is oven 
then the fourth is obllqae and tho sixth oven 
Furthonnoro lines two and three four and five 
six and seven have tho same tones on the oven 
syllables The origin of tho Chinese tono is not 
a poetical one bnt is undoubtedly duo to tbo 
necessity of having some dlstln^lshing method 
of accentuatioa in a language which only contains 
about four hundred diiforont sounds 

The iKTLtrBKCE op RmoioN 05 CniKEsi: 

Pornir 

To Confucius as has been already stated is 
duo that groundwork of Chinese poetry — tho 
Odes But the master gave his follow country 
men an ethical system based open sound common 
sense and a drap knowlodTO of thoir customs 
and oboraoteristios There a little in the Con 
fnaan olassios to Inspire a poot and we must 
turn to Buddhism and tho mystical philosophy of 
Lao Ttii for any source of spiritual inspiration 
from which the poets have drawn Buddhism 
and Taoism are ^ters Their parents ore self 
observanoo and the Law Both are^uiettsts, 
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yet in this respect they diSer, that the former 
IS the grey quietist, the latter the pearl The 
neutral tint is better adapted to the sister in whose 
eyes all things are Maya — ^illusion The shimmer 
of pearl belongs of right to her whose soul reflects 
the colour and qmet radiance of a thousand 
dreams Compassion urged the one, the love of 
harmony led the other. How near they were 
akin ! how far apart they have wandered 1 
Yet there has always been this essential difference 
between them, that while the Buddhist regards 
the senses as windows lookmg out upon unreahty 
and mirage, to the Taoist they are doors through 
which the freed soul rushes to mingle with the 
colours and tones and contours of the universe 
Both Buddha and Lao Tzu are poets, one listening 
to the rhythm of infimte soirow, one to the 
rhythm of infimte joy Neither knows anythmg 
of reward at the hands of men or angels The 
teachmg of the Semitic rehgions, “ Do good to 
others that you may benefit at their hands,” 
does not occur m their pages, nor any hmts of 
sensuous dehghts hereafter In all the great 
Buddhist poems, of which the Shu Hsmg Tsan 
Chmg IS the best example, there is the same 
deep sadness, the haunting sorrow of doom To 
look on beautiful things is only to feel more 
poignantly the passmg of bright days, and the 
time when the petals must leave the rose The 
form of desire hides withm it the seeds of decay. 
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In this epio of xrhKib I bavo spoken Buddha secs 
the I 0 VCI 7 and nrlaona Lady Aruno coming to 
greet him says to bis disciples 

* This woman is indeed oiceedingly beautiful, 
able to fascinate tbo minds of tbo religious , so 
then keep your recollections straight I Lot wls 
dom keep your mind in subjection I Better fall 
Into the fierce tigers mouth or under tho sharp 
knife of the ozeoutioncr than to dwell with a 
woman A woman is anxious to exhibit her 
form and shape whetlicr talking standing 
sitting, or oven sleeping oven when represent^ 
as a picJtnre aho desires most of all to set od tho 
blandishments of her beauty and thus rob men 
of their steadfast heart I How then ought you 
to guard yourselves 1 By regarding her 
and bar si^cs as enemies her stooping form her 
hanging arms and all her diBontanglod hair as 
toils designed to entrap man s heart Then how 
much more should you suspect her studied 
amorous beauty I when she ajsplays her dainty 
outline her richly omamentod form and obattors 
gafly with tho foolish man I Ah then 1 what 
perturbation and what evil thoughts not seeing 
underneath the sorrows of Impermanenoo the 
Imparity the unreoLty I Considering these as 
the reahty oil desires die out * 

How dUJIerent is this meeting of beauty and 


t Boertd Bvot* of i\4 KoMt, roL xlx. pp. XS3-4. 
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"s 

Buddhism from the meeting of Ssu-lC‘ung T‘u, the 
great Taoist poet, with an unknown girll 

Gathering the water-plants _ 

Prom the wild luxuriance of sprmg, 

Away m the depth of a wild valley 

Anon, I see a lovely girL 

With green leaves the peach-trees are loaded, 

The breeze blows gently along the stream, 

Willows shade the wmdmg path, 

Dartmg onoles coUeot m groups. 

Eagerly I press forward 

As the reahty grows upon me. . , , 

’Tis the eternal theme. 

Which, though old, is ever new.^ * 


Here is reahty emergmg from the unreal, spring 
renewmg, love and beauty triumphant over death 
and decay. The girl is the central type and 
symbol From her laughmg eyes a thousand 
dead women look out once more on sprmg, through 
her poets find their inspiration Beauty is the 
key that unlocks the secrets of the frozen world, 
and brmgs the dead to life agam. 

The Symbol of Decay ! 

The Symbol of Immortahty 1 
It 18 perhaps both There are times when the 
grave words of the Dhammapada fall like shadows 
along the path “ What is life but the flower or 


^ History of Chinese Literature, by Professor Herbert 
Giles, p 180 , 
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the fniit which fells when npe vet ever fcon the 
untimely frost ? Once bom tlicro Is nnnght but 
Borrow, forwhols therecftn CJCflpetlenllj T From 
the firat moment of life, the result of pris^ionsto 
love and dcairo, there la nought hot tho hodilj 
form transjtionol as tho lightning flo-sh ' ^ot 
apart from oU transitory pawions and the ephe- 
meral rcfiulta of mortal lore tho song of the 
Taoist lover sooTB unstained untrammelled Man 
attains not by himself nor woman hcrrclf 
but hho tho onc-winged birds of tho Chlne^o 
legend they most nso together To ho a prent 
lovor is to ^ a great mptje eince in tho highest 
conception of mortal beauty that tho mind can 
form there Ucs always tho unattainable tho 
unpoaseased suggesting the world of beauty and 
finality boyond our mortal reach It is in this 
power of auggestion that tho Cliloc*o poots 
excel Asked to diffcrcntiato between Foropcan 
and Chinese poetry somo critics would perhaps 
insist upon tholr particular colour sense in 
fltancing the canons fact that where seo bluo 
to them it often appears green and nee cersd 
or tho tone theories that mako their poems so 
diTDcmlt to undoTfltand in foot a learned troatlso 
would bo written on thceo lines to prove that 
tho Chinese poots wore not human beings os we 
understand humanity at all It is howover, not 
by this method that we can bopn to trace tho 
difforcDoo between tho poots of East and West 
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but m the Wo aspects of life which no amount 
of comparison can reconcile 

To the Chinese such commonplace things as 
marriage, friendship, and home have an infinitely 
deeper meamng than can be attached to them 
by cmhsation which practically hves abroad, 
m the hotels and restaurants and open houses 
of others, where there is no sanctity of the hfe 
within, no shrme set apart for the hidden family 
re-umon, and the cult of the ancestral spirit 
To the Western world, life, save for the con- 
ventional hour or so set aside on the seventh 
day, 18 a thmg profane. In the far East the 
head of every family is a high-pnest m the calhng 
of daily ^life It is for this reason that a quietism 
IS to be found in Chinese poetry ill appeahng to 
the unrest of our day, and as dissimilar to our 
ideals of existence as the life of the planets is to 
that of the dark bodies whirlmg aimlessly through 
space. 



THE 'ODES OP CONFUCIUS 

17M-TO0 aa 

(MUetmi bf C«n/y»fo« o&«td EOO M C 
aiBHBsa 

Thi fftm If ever fall wid bright, 

The pale moon WMeth night night. 
Why thotild thif bo T 

My heart that onoe was full of light 
If but a dying mcxm to-ni^t. 

But "when I dream of thee apart 
I would the dawn might lift my heart 
0 fun, to ttiee 


XBVrriJIO mm 


A pretty girl at time o* gloaming 
Hath whlfwred me to go and meet her 
Without the oity gate 

* n 
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TRYSTING TBIE 


I love her, but she tames coming 
Shall I return, or stay and greet her ? 

I burn, and wait. ^ 

n 

Truly she charmeth all beholders, 

’Tis she hath given me this jewel. 

The jade of my dehght , 

But this red jewel-jade that smoulders, 
To my desire doth add more fuel, 

New charms to-mght. 

r 

m 

She has gathered with her hly fingers 
A hly fair and rare to see 
Oh ! sweeter still the fragrance hngers 
From the warm hand that gave it me. 


THE SOLDIEE 

I chmhed the barren mountam, 

And my gaze swept far and wide 
For the red-lit eaves of my father’s home. 
And I fancied that he sighed * 

My son has gone for a soldier, 

For a soldier mght and day ; 

But my son is wise, and may yet return. 
When the drums have died away. 
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I oIimb«d the graes-olad moantain 
And my gaze far and wide 
For the rosy lights of a little room 
Where I thought my mother sighed 
Uy boy has gone for a soldier 
He deeps not dav and night , 

But my Is wise and may yet return 
IDiough the dead lie far from sight 

I oUmbed the topmost summit^ 

And my gaze swept far and wide 
For the gar^n roof where my brother stood, 

And I fancied that he aigh^ 

Hy brother serves as a soldier 
With his comrades night and day 
But my brother is wise and may yet return, 
Though the dead Ue far away 



CH‘U YUAN 

Fototh Cbnttoy, B 0. 


A LOYAL minister to the feudal Pnnco of Ch'u, towards the 
close of the Chou dynasty His master having, through 
disregard of his counsel, been captured by the (3i‘m State, 
Ch‘u Yuan sank into disfavour with his sons, andf retired 
to the hills, where he wrote his famous Lx Sao, of which the 
following IB one of the songs He eventually drowned him- 
self in the nver Mi-Lo, and m spite of the search made for 
his body, it was never found The Dragon-boat Festival, 
held on the fifth day of the fifth moon, ■n^as founded m his 
honour. 


TECE LAND OF EXILE 

Methmks there’s a genius ' 
Roams m the mountains, 
Girdled with ivy 
,And robed in wistena, 
laps ever smiling, 

Of noble demeanour, 
Drivmg the yellow pard, 
Tigerrattended, 

Couched m a ohanot 
With banners of cassia, 

33 
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Cloaked with tho orobid 
And crowned with oialeas , 
Culling the peifome 
Of sweet dowora he leaves 
In the heart a dream^bloseom, 
Memory bannting 
But da^ is the forest 
Whore now is my dwelling, 
Never tho light ^ day 
Reaches its shadow 
Thither a perilous 
Pathway meanders 
Lonely I stand 
On the lonelier hBl top 
Ooudland beneath me 
And oloudland around me 
Softly the wind bloweth 
Softly the rain falls 
Joy like a mist blots 
The tbooghte of my home out , 
There none would honour me, 
Fallen from honours 
I gather tho larkspur 
Over the hillside 
Blown mid the chaos 
Of boulder and bellbine 
Hating the tyrant 
Who made me an ontoast 
Who of his leisure 
Now spares me no moment 
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Drinking the mountain spring, 
Shading at noon-day 
Under the C3rpre33 
My hmbs from the sun glare 
What though he summon mo 
Back to his palace, 

I cannot fall 

To the level of pnnces 

Now rolls the thimder deep, 

Down the cloud valley. 

And the gibbons around me 
Howl m the long mght 
The gale through the moanmg trees 
Fitfully rushes. 

Lonely and sleepless 
I thmk of my thankless 
Master, and vainly would 
Cradle my sorrow. 



WANG SENQ-JU 

Birni Okstubt aj). 

TEAAS 

Hjob o*or tho hni the moon barque itoors. 

The lantern Ughte depart 
Dead epruigs are stirring in mj heart 
And there ore tears 

But that whlob mohea my gnef more deep 
Ib that yon know not when I weep 



CH‘M TZU-ANG 

A.D. 666-698 

Famous for wnting that kind of impromptu d^dnptive 
verse which the CJhmese call “ Ymg ” In temperament he 
was less Chmese than most of his contemporanes His 
passionate disposition finally brought him mto trouble with 
the magistrate of his distnot, who had him oast mto prison, 
where he died at the age of forty-two 
Whatever his outward demeanour may have been, his 
poetry gives us no mdioation of it, bemg full of delicate 
mysticism, almost impossible to reproduce m the Enghsh 
language For this reason I have chosen one of his simpler 
poems as a specimen 

THE LAST EEVEL 

From silver lamps a thm blue smoke is streammg, 
And golden vases ’mid the feast are gleaming , 
Now sound the lutes m umson, 

Within the gates our hves are one 
We’ll think not of the partmg ways 
As long as dawn delays, 

36 
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When in tall troca the dying moonbeanis quiver 
When floods of fire efface the Silver River, 

ffhen comes the hour vrhen 1 must seek 
LoYong beyond the furthoet peat 
Bat the warm twilight round us twain 
Will never nse again. 



SUNG CHIH-WEN 

DIED A.D 710 

The son of a distinguished general, he began his career as 
attaohd to the mihtary advisers of the Emperor These 
advisers 17610 always drawn from the hterary class, and their 
duties appear to hove been chiefly administrative and 
diplomatic Of his hfe, the loss said the better He became 
mvolved m a palace mtngue, and only saved himself by 
betraymg his accomphees Li the end he was banished, 
and finally put to death by the Emperor’s order It is 
necessary, however, to dissociate the man from his poetry, 
and Sung Chih-Wen’s poetry often touches a high level 
of inspuatioru 


THE OOTJET OF DEEAMS 

\ 

Ram from the moimtams of Ki-Sho 
Fled swiftly with a tearmg breeze , 
The sun came radiant down the west, 
And greener blushed the valley trees. 

I entered through the convent gate : 
The abbot bade me welcome there, 
And m the court of silent dreams 
I lost the thread of worldly care, 
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THE COUKT OF DREAJIS 


That holy man and I \nn ono 
BojTjnd tiio bonnda that words can traco 
The very flowers wero stiU as wo 
I heard the lark that hnng in space, 

And Truth Eternal flashed on me. 



KAO-SHIH 

OIBOA A.D 700 

One of tho most faaomatmg of all the T'ang poota His 
Lfe was one long senes of romantic adventure At first, a 
poor youth battlmg with adversity , then the lover of an 
actress, whom ho followed through the provmces, play- 
wntmg for the strollmg troupe to which she was attached , 
the next, seoretaiy to a high personage engaged m a mission 
to Thibet , then soldier, and finally poet of renown, aoquinng 
with his latter years the fortune and honours domed him 
m hiB youth 

The chief charaetenstios of his poetry are intense con- 
centration, a vivid power of impressiomsm, and a strong 
leanmg m tho direction of the occult. Indeed, one of his 
beat-known jiooms, “ The Return to the Mountams,” makes 
mention of ^o projection of the astral body through space 
dunng sleep Many of his poems leave us with a strange 
sense of horror which is suggested rather than revealed 
It IS always some combmation of effects which produces 
this result, and never a concrete form 

IMPRESSIONS OF A TRAVELLER 

In a Silent, desolate spot, 

In the night stone-frozen and clear, 

, The wanderer’s hand on the sail 
Is gnpped by the fingers of fear. 
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He looketh afar o*or the worea 
rnfflod and deep and green , 

And the mantle of Antonin Lea 
Over wood and hUl and ravin© 

TiB Antnmn 1 — timo of decay, 

And the dead leavca* ’w3dering flight , 
And the mantle of Antomn lies 
On the wanderer e boo] tO'nIght 1 


CBSOLATION 

I 

There was a Sing of Liang ’ — a king of wondrona 
, might— 

Who kept an open palace, where mnaio obarmed 
the night — 

n 

Since he waa Lord of Liang a tbonaand years 
have flown 

And of the towers he bnilded yon nun atands 
alone 

* ap^oklng, Ui« prooaneUUon of *11 word* mob mm 

T i Ung , wring, eta. it utti'ti oc« tTllabla tiun two. For 
pnrpoeet of topboaf bovertr wltboat wlilch tJu Unt« wonid 
M EkvIi tad nnpo^latl, I bare iararltbl^ mad* two tTUablM 
el tban. 
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MtoQ HAOJAN 

kM. 08d-740 

6n qI tha Uw Utarvf toan ol tba (Uj whose Uter Hfe was 
dcTotod ectirtly to Utmtore. Hewssthe insepanUefrlesicl 
oi the f*q3.cras Bmddhktpoet szhI doctor Ws&g WeL He 
speak disk lor^ Teen of Ida IHe to eoquiitog kzwwtod^ 
Iwt hsTtog £iAed to obtain bis doctoral degree, be re tn mwi 
to the qaist htTk of his netire proTinoe dedkoted his 
moiMog Teen to tOT a o Mitto c. Uoct of his poems, othex 
thsD oertoto polittoel Bswe, wbkb drew os him the Emperor’s 
WTftth. ere fnu of sabUe sidDesi and frtgraat regret, lesdndtog 
one of pot-poard to some deep btoe porcelain bowL 


TH3 LOST OITB 

The red gleam o or the moTmtainA 
Goes TTBvetmg'lrom Bight, 

And the quiet moon enh^oea 
The loTelmeas of night 

I open tHde my caBement 
To hreatho the rain-oooled air 
And mmglfi ^th the moonlight 
Tiie dark waves of my hair 

4S 
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MENG HAO-JAN 


The night wind tells me secrets 
Of lotus hhes blue , 

And hour by hour the willows 
Shake down the chiming dew^ 


I fain would take the zither, 

By some stray fancy led , 

But there are none to hear me, 
And who can charm the dead ? 


So all my day-dreams follow 
The bird that leaves the nest ; 
And m the mght I gather 
The lost one to my breast. 


A FBIEND EXPECTED 

\ 

Over the cham of giant peaks 
The great red sun goes down. 

And m the stealthy floods of mght 
The distant valleys drown. 

Yon moon that cleaves the gloomy pines 
Has freshness m her train , 

Low wmd, famt stream, and waterfall 
Haunt me with their refram. 
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Tbe tired woodman seeka hfa oot 
That twinUes np the HU , 

And sleep has tonohed the waodereis 
That Bang the twilight stQl. 

To-mght — ah 1 beauty of to-nigfat 
I need my fnend to praise 
So take the lute to lore him on 

Throogh the fragrant, dew ht ways 



CH‘ANG CH‘IEN 




OTROA A D 720 

One of tho great philosopber-poots of tbe Taoist sobool 
His bfo was spent far from tbo court and away from tbe 
sounds of civil warfare, m tbe endeavour to set bimsolf m 
harmony with tho universe — to become, m fact, bke an iEoban 
harp through which all die chords of nature might sweep at 
will How far he attamed the end desired may bo seen m 
his work, which is penetrated by a sense of profound beauty, 
recalling the quiet twihght upon tho mountam side, which 
he so well describes 


A NIGHT ON THE MOUNTAIN 

I sat upon the mountain-side and watched 
A tiny barque that skimmed across the lake, 
Dnftmg, like human destmy upon 
A world of hidden peril , then she sailed 
From out my ken, and mmgled with the blue 
Of sines unfathomed, while the great round sun 
Weakened towards the waves. 
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Thfi who!© ©spouse 
Soddeoly in tbo half Lght of tho dusk 
Glimmered and waned The last rays of the sun 
Lit but tho tow of trees and monnt^ peaks 
IVith tanushod glory and tbo water s sheen 
Once blue and bright grow Instrolcss ond soon 
A welter of rod clouds alone betrayed 
The pOBfimg of tho sun Tbo seattorod isles 
Up rose black looming ocr tho tranquil deeps, 
TOero tho rcdcctod heavens wanly showed 
A Lingering gleam Already wood and hlU 
Bank in obaourifcy Tho river marge 
8e«mad. but a broken Uno to failing sight 

Night is at band , tho night winds fret afar 
The North winds moan The waterfowl aro gone 
To cover o or the sand-dunea , dawn alono 
Sliall call them from the sedges Somo bright star 

Mirrors her charms upon the sflvor shoal 
And I have ta en the Into my only friend 
Tho vibrant chords beneath my migors blond , 
They sob awhile then sa th^ slip control 

Immortal memones awake and the dead years 
33irongb deathless voices onswor to my string 
from tho brink of Time e untarnished springs 
The melting night recalls me with her tears 



TS‘EN-TS‘AN 


omoA A.D 750 

Or hi8 Me ^ve know litllo, save that ho was the intimate 
friend of the groat poot Tu Fu, and came of a noble family. 
Ho iiiaa, moreover, Censor under the Emperor 5u Tsung 
(ad 760-7G2), and rose to bo Governor of Chia-chou What 
remains of his verse mostly takes the form of quatrams, , 
yet for ongmahty of thought, wealth of imagery and style, 
they have seldom been excelled Ho was a master of metre, 
and contnbuted certam modifications to the laws of Chinese 
prosody which exist to the present day 


A DBBAM OF SPEHTG 

^ast night within my chamber’s gloom some 
vagije hght breath of Spring 
Came wandermg and whispenng, and bade my 
soul take wmg 


A hundred moonht miles away the CJhiang crept 
to sea, ^ 

0 keeper of my heart, I came by Chiang’s ford 
to thee. 
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It lingered but a moment’a space that dream of 
Spring and (bed 

Yet as my bead tho plllowa pressed, my soul had 
found thy side 

Oh I Chiang Nana a hundred rnOes yet In a 
moment a apaco 

Tvo flown away to Chiang Nan and touoLed a 
dreaming face 



TU FU 




AD 712-770 

Ttj Fu, ^vllom liis couniiymon called the God of Verse, was 
bom in the province of Hu-Kuang, and tins was Ins portrait 
from contomporanes 

He was tall and sbghtly built, yet robust with finely 
chiBoUod features , his manners were exquisite, and his 
appearance distinguished. He came of a hterary family, 
and, as ho says of himself, from his seventh to Ins fortieth 
year study and letters occupied all his available time At 
the age of twenty-seven ho come to the capital with his 
fame in front of him, and there Li Po the poet and Ts'en Ts'an 
became his fnends, and Ming Huang his patron He obtamed 
a post at CJourt somewhat similar to that of Master of Cere- 
momes m our own Court. Yet the poet had few sympathies 
outside the artistic life He was so unworldly and so httle 
of a courier that when the new Emperor Su Tsung returned 
in tnumph to the capital and appomted him Imperial Censor, 
he fulfilled his new duties by tellmg his majesty the whole 
unpalatable trath m a manner strangely free from ornamental 
apology, and was promptly rewarded with the exile of a pro- 
vmoial governorship But Tu Fu was no man of affairs, and 
knew it On the day of his pubho installation he took off 
hiB msigma of office before the astonished notables, and, 
laymg them one by one on the table, made them a profound 
reverence, and qmetly withdrew 
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like hij friend li Po tw tecasH » wandrrrf 

but, ttoUka htr^, bs concealed Uj trilUant nam obtaining 
food tad patrotuco for Lh dcUsbtfoI ottnclcn rclf tloo 
tad Dot for bli rrpQltUoat taka. FiotSf be wm di^KOTtrrd 
bj tie mllitai 7 poTcrnor of ibo prorinfo of SOcb am who 
applied oa hit bebtUfor tbe pn*t of nejtorrr of Ancient 
Xlontnsentj la (be didrid tbo oae c o P j ^ a tal appolatncnt 
of bb life For tlx ^can be kept bit po«t t then (roolle In 
the thtpo of rebel hordcj bortt onoo mw npon (be prorlnre 
tad again be bcoune da eriV Tbo tail act of tbli ermlfol 
life took place in Ula natire diitrict i tome local ciiadarln 
gar* a great baaqoct la boooar of (Le dliUagnlibed poet 
whom be bad mcacd half drenmed and fambbing from (be 
niiaed ■brine bj the thoro vbere (be iratrn bad ca«t him 
a^ The wme-enp brimm’d a ala tad again, food «a* 
pOed Qp Jn front of tbo boooorrd go*9t tad (be attradaat 
who vailed vat peatlL The end vu avlft nddra. and 
pitlfoL The goett died from the bangoet of bit mracr 
Of all poeu To Fo U (be lint In craft mandilp. It Is 
tntereiting to add (bat be vaa a palater at well, and (be 
friend of pahilcn aotablj (be aoldjrr-arifat, Klmg To 
to whom be dedicatci o poem, it la to (bit fa^tj 

(bat be ovea bb rtperb techmqoe lie tetks after rimplidtj 
tad iU dTecta aa a direr eeeka (or tankro gold. In bit poem 
called ^ Tbe Little Ralo,'' vhltb I bare (perbapa Kunev^t 
riably) attempted, there b all the grademanm of fine raia 
falUog nrion toDfa fa nov a vblcb ebami the world Into 
fprlng. “The neeraltfng Bergeaot baa tbe touch of grim 
(Molatioa wbirii belong* Inentabljr to a cotmtry plandered 
of Ha men md awent with tbe mln^ wladi of reWHion. 

IJ Po glrca at Watteaa like pieturet of life la Cb aag^an 
before the flight of tbe Emperor Tbo younger poet ptalnta 
vHb tbe bimb of Verestcaagln (be realiim and ^rrora 
of dril war la moat of To baa work tbero la an nndcr 
lying tadnen which appean oonlinoally aometfmea In 
the rein that ruaa throogboat the poem, aometimea 
•t the c o ael n rio a, and ofteo at the fummlag op of aD 
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TU PU 


things Othor poote have it, some more, some less, mth 
the cvcoplion of those who belong to the purely Tnoist 
school The reason is that the Chinese poet is haunted 
Ho IS haunted by the last shadow of a past mthout his- 
torians — a past that is legendary, unmapped and unbounded, 
and yields, therefore, Golcondas and golden lands innumerable 
to its bold adventurers He is haunted from out the crumbled 
palaces of vanished kings, where “ in the form of blue flames 
one sees spints moving through each dark recess *’ Ho 
IS haunted by the traditional voices of the old masters of 
bis craft, and lastly, more than all, by the dead women and 
men of lus race, the ancestors that count in the making of 
hiB composite soul and have their silent say m every action, 
thought, and impulse of his hfe. 


THE LITTLE BAIN 

Oh ! she is good, the httle ram ! and well she 
knows our need 

Who cometh in the time of spring to aid the sun- 
drawn seed , 

She wanders with a friendly wmd through silent 
mghts unseen, 

The furrows feel her happy tears, and lo I the land 
18 green. 


Last mght cloud-shadows gloomed the path that 
wmds to my abode. 

And the torches of th? rjyer-bpats Jike angry 
meteors glowed, 



THE LnTLB RAIN 
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Today fresh colours break tho soil and battorflios 
take wing 

Down broidorod lawns all bngbt with pearls in 
tho garden of the King 


A Kionr or soiro 

Tho wind scarce flutters through tho loaves, 
The young moon hath already gone 
And kind and cool tho dews descend 
Tho luta-stnngs wako for night alone 

In shadow lapse the twmkhng streams, 

Tho Uliod marge their waves carcas 
And the sheer coDstoUotions sway 
0*er Boundloss golfs of nothingnoas 


What cadence charms the poet s ear I 
What flre-fly fancies round him swarm I 
He dreads the lantern lights may foil 
Long ore his thoughts have taken forzm 


Now gallants tap tboir two-edged sw ords 
And pride and passion swell amain , 

Like red stars flashing through tho night 
The oiroUng wine-cape brim again 
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There steals the old sad air of Ou — 

Each calls his latest song to mind ; ' 

' Then white sails taper down the stream, 
While liiigermg thoughts still look behmd. 


THE REOnUITINQ SERGEANT 

At sunset in the village of Che-Kao ^ 

I sought for shelter , on my heels there trod 
A gnm recrmtmg sergeant, of the kmd 
That seize their prey by mght. A poor old man 
Saw — scaled the wall, and vanished Through 
the gate 

An old bent woman hobbled, and she marched 
A pace before him Loudly m his wrath 
The gnm recrmter stormed , and bitterly 
She answered “ Listen to the voice of her 
"Who drags before you. Once I had three sons — 
Three in the Emperor’s camp. A letter came 
From one, and — there was one , the others fell 
In the same battle — he alone was left. 

Scarce able from the iron grasp of Death 
To tear his miserable life 

Alas 

My two dead boys 1 for ever and for aye 


‘ All words ending m ao are pronounced ow, as in EngUsb 
vow, allow, etc 
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Death holds thonu In our •wretohed hut remainfl 
The last of all the men — a little child 
Btfll at hia mother a broaat. She cannot floe 
Since her few tatters scarce sulfioe to clothe 
Her shrunken hmba 

My years are nearly donOi 
My strength is well nigh spent yet I will go 
Readily to the camping-ground* Perchance 
I may be useful for some humble task 
To cook the rioe or stir the morning meal. 


Night slipped away The clamour and the ones 
Died down but tWo was weeping and the sound 
Of sUfled moans around me 

At the break 

Of dftwn I hurried on my road and left 
None but an old and broken man behind. 


OHAJTTS OF AUT UM g 

Shorn by the froet with crystal blade, 

The dry leayee scattered, fall at last 
Among the valleys of Wu Chan 
Cold winds of death go walling past. 
Tumultuous waves of the great nver rise 
And seem to storm the ildea 
While mow bright peak and praine mist combine, 
And greyneca softens the ha«h mountain line 
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Chrysantliemimis unfurl to-day, 

To-morrow the last flowers are blown. 

I am the barque that chains delay . 

My homeward thoughts must sail alone 
From house to house warm wmter robes are 
spread, 

And through the pine-woods red 
Floats up the sound of the washerman’s bat 
who phes 

His burned task ere the bnef noon wanes and dies. 



LI PO 

70e-7C3 

Tsi mort {udotu ia CbliuM litentim. Bon fai tHa 
pnrrinee of GfQoh'uui. U Po obuload hU doctor** degree 
*t til* eg* of tventj ud int* idreedy knova u * IrlllUnt, 
bsplred poet before Uiug HeuDg beouoe bl* patm in tbe 
oe^til A folte of room* oTerltwUog the boeotlfa] gordeni 
^ TVng hfkng Ting, trbere the Emperor retired ut«r tbe 
nratina of the dsr vu eedgoed to bla. Here the poet 
improrind, vhQet hOng Bcung himeelf vrote dom the 
Tecaee that he eftenrard* set to mmie, end ioeompasied 
'wbfle the poet sang But li Po vith aB hi* enthnshom for 
hi* patroQ and the delights of the garden Ufo vu liUle of 
a oocniki. When Ming Hoang ba^ the masterfiil wwwmih 
Kao li-*hlh tmlaee the poet s bMts, he gare him a relentiai* 
enemj vhoM aallre panned him, tmtO at length be wa* gUd 
to beg leare to retire from the eemrt, where m vu never *t 
ease and to wbkih he oerez retamtd. l^oobadom tTV^, 
be wandered through tbs prortncce, the guest of mandarin 
and local goremor the star of the drinlr^ taremi, the 
delight urn emharrasmant of aQ hi* hosts. At lao^ a 
fde^ of fonner dam to whom be bad attached hlmnelf, 
nnhappllj taToIved hiliQ in the famo os rebellion of An La -shaa. 
^Ihe poet was seised and thrown Into prlsoD. Yet pclaoQ 
doon were 111 warders of hb fama, and letters of recall 
foBoved dose}/ opoo pardon i bat death overtook the wTitw 

er 
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before he could roach the capital, and at the ago of sixty 
his wanderings came to an end. 

Li Po was a poet with a sword by his side He would 
have ruffled bravely mth our Ehrabethans, and for a Chinese 
IS strangely warlike m sentiment How he loves the bravo 
of Chao with his sabre from the Chmeso Sheffield of Wu, 
“ with the surface smooth as ice and dazzhng ns snow, with 
his saddle broidered with sAvor upon his white steed , who 
when ho passes, swift as the win^ may be said to resemble 
a shootmg star I ” Ho compares the frontiersman, who 
has never so much as opened a book m aU his hfe, yet knows 
how to follow m the chase, and is skilful, strong, and hardy, 
with the men of his own profession. “ From those mtrepid 
wanderers how different our hterary men who grow grey 
over their books behind a curtamed wmdow ” 

It IS harder to amte of la Po than of any other Chmese 
- poet Po Chu-i has his own distinctive fechng for romance, 
Tu Fu his minute hterary craftsmanship, Ssvi-K'ung T‘u the 
dehoate aroma of suggestive mysticism , but Li Po is many- 
sided, and has perhaps more of the world-spirit than all 
of them Wo can imagme this bold, careless, impulsive 
* artist, with his moments of great exaltation and alternate 
depression, a kmd of Chmeso Paul Verlamo, with his sensitive 
mmd of a child, always rocordmg impressions as they come 
T‘ai Chgn the beautiful and the grim frontiersman are alike 
faithfully portrayed. Ho hves for the moment, and the 
moment is often wme-flushed hke the rosy glow of dawn, 
or grey and wan as the twihght of a hopeless day 


TO THE CITY OF NAN-KING 

Thou that hast seen six kingdoms pass away, 
Accept my song and these three cups I dram 1 
There may be fairer gardens hght the plain , 
Thme'are the dim blue hills more fair than they. 



TO THE dTT OF NANKING 5S 


Hero Kin gw of Wa were orowned end overthrown, 
Where peiooful grass along the min winfl 
Hero — -Tras It yesterday ? — the royal Tsfnfl 
Called down the dreams of sunset mto stone 


One end awaitj for all that morlal bo 
Pride and despair shall find a common grave 
The Yang tso-kiang renders wave and wave 
To mingle with the abysms of the sea 


imiOBXBa WITH THx Dtras BxrtTEir 

The yellow doak winds round the city wall 
The orowB are drawn to neat 
Sflently down the west 

They haaten home and from tlie branches oaih 
A woman sits and weaves with fingers deft 
Her story of the flower lit stream. 
Thread!^ the jasper gauze m dream 
[nil like faint smoke it dies and she bereft, 
KecaUs the parting words that died 
Under the casement some far eventide 
And stay^ the disappointed loom. 

While from the little lonely room 
Into the lonely night she peers. 

And like the rain unheeded fall her tears^ 
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AN emperor’s love 

In all the clouds he sees her light robes trail, 

And roses seem beholden to her face , 

O’er scented balustrade the scented gale 
Blows warm from Sprmg, and dew-drops form 
apace. 

Her outhne on the mountain he can trace, 

Now leans she from the tower m moonhght pale. 

A flower-girt branch grows sweeter from the 
dew 

The spirit of snow and ram unheeded calls 
Wlio wakes to memory in these palace walls ? 
Pei-yen 1 * — but m the robes an Empress knew. 

The most renowned of blossoms, most divme 
Of those whose conquering glances overthrow 
Cities and kmgdoms, for his sake combme 
And win the ready smiles that ever flow 
Prom royal bps What matter if the snow 
Blot out the garden ? She shall still reclme 
Hpon the scented balustrade and glow 
With sprmg that thnlls her warm blood mto 
wme. 

^ A delicate compliment to the beautiful T'ai-Chfin, of 
which the meaning is that, as the Emperor Yang-ti of 
the Sui dynasty elevated his mistress Fei-yen to share with 
him the throne, so shall T‘ai-Ch§n become the of 

Mmg Huang 
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05 THE BAITKS OF JO-EH 

They gather Iflica dotm tho atream 
A net of willows drooping low 
Hides boat from boat and to and fro 
Swwt whisporcd confidancca scorn 
*Mid langhing trills to flow 

In tho greon deeps a shaft of gold 
Limns tbelr claborato atliro 
Through silhen sleeves the winds aspire 
Em^lmcd to stray ond growing bold, 
Swell them to their desire 

But who ore theao the cavaUers 
That gleam along tho rirornndo f 
By three by fivo they pronco with prido 
Beyond tho wfllow-Jino that sboers 
Over the trelUsed tide 

A chargor neighs , one turns to start, 
Onshing the Kdngoups as he flies 
And one pale maiden vainly tries 
To hash the tumult in her heart 
And veil the eeorot of her eyee 

TnonoHTS ur a TBisgtriL kioitp 
Athwart tho bod 

I watoh the moonbeams cast a trail 
8c bright eo cold, sc frail. 


6 
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That for a space it gleams 
I Like hoar-frost on the margin of my dreams. 
I raise my head, — 

The splendid moon I see : 

Then droop my head, 

And sink to dreams of thee — 

My Fatherland, of thee ! 


THE GUILD OF GOOD-FELLOWSHIP 

The mnverse is but a tenement 

Of all thmgs visible Darkness and day • 

The passmg guests of Time Life shps away, 

A dream of httle joy and mean content ' 

Ah ! wise the old philosophers who sought 
To lengthen their long sunsets among flowers. 

By steahng the young mght’s unsullied hours 
And the dim moments with sweet burdens fraught. 

And now Sprmg beckons me with verdant hand. 
And Nature’s wealth of eloquence doth wm 
Forth to the fragrant-bowered nectarine, 

Where my dear fnends abide, a careless band 

There meet my gentle, matchless brothers, there 
I come, the obscure poet, all unfit 
To wear the radiant jewellery of wit. 

And m their golden presence cloud the air. 



THE GUTLt) OF GOOD FELT>OWSni? 03 


And whilo Iho thnll of mooting Lngcra f ooa 
Afl the first courtlj ivords the feast Is spread 
Wlillo couched on floffers mid trine-cups flashing 
red. 

Wo drinV deep dmughU unto The Lady ^foon 

Then aa tnthout the touch of verse divine 
There la no outlet for tho pent up soul 
*Ttra8 ruled that ho tvho no ffine> s bou’l 

Should dram tho Golden Valley * cups of 
wino 


triTDim TOT MOO'T 

Under tho crescent moon s faint glorv 
The TTosherraan s hot rcsonnds nfnr 
And tho autumn brecto sigh* tenderly 
But my heart has gono to tho Tartar war 
To ble^ Kansoh and tho steppes of saon*! 
Calling my husband bock to mo 


DRtntKO 

We cannot keep tbo gold of yesterday 
To-day s dun oloods wo cannot roll away 

* i.«. drink thr*« com of wln«, ti® ”Oold*^ 

S .b® luun® of • gtrara, the ownor of irUeh ®nfori^ thit 
f amon^ hia boon eoajnolooa {Qnu •{ Cktnn 
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Now the long, waibng flight of geese bnngs autumn 
in its train, 

So to the view-tower cup in hand to fill and drmk 
agam, 

And dream of the great singers of the 
past, 

Tlieir fadeless lines of fire and beauty cast 

I too have felt the wild-bird thrill of song behind 
the bars, 

But these have brushed the world aside and 
walked amid the stars 

< 

In vain we cleave the torrent’s thread with 
steel, 

In vain we drink to drown the gnef we 
feel , 

When man’s desire with fate doth war this, this 
avails alone — 

To hoist the sail and let the gale and the waters 
bear us on 



WANG OH'ANGLING 

cntoA A.D. 700 


Tbtb po&i CAOM {ram tb« dktrkrt of f^Ung jiteg to Um capital, 
wlien ha obtainad hli dootor*! dcgra* and diatingiikhed 
htmwwtf u ft oi lattcTB. Fof toma ha flPffd a minor 
poat, bdl wu erentnally dlagrnced and w^nnH to tho prarlnoe 
of Honan. When the rebeDkm of An Lo-ahan brake oot, ha 
rttruned to bli natire plaoe, where be was csxiHly znordared 
t 7 the eeoaor La 01*10 hiUo. (8 m Eerrvj Saint^Denji, 
PtAtia iu TAoiv P- QUm ^ IHd. p> d037 ) 


THE 8050 0» THB EBinTTHAES 

Loaves of the Nenophani and silhen skirta the 
same pale green 

On Bower and Tanghiiig face alike the same rose- 
tinta are seen 

Like some blorred tapestry they blend within 
the lake displayed 

Yon cannot part the leaves from silk, the lily 
from the maid. 

Only when sadden voioee swell 
Bo maidens of their presence tell. 



6G WANG CH‘ANG-LING 

' Here long ago the girls of Su, the darlings of the 
King, 

Dabbled their shining skirts 'with de’w from the 
gracious blooms of Spring 

When to the lake’s sun-dimpled marge the bnght 
procession wends, 

The languid lihes raise their heads as though to 
greet their friends , 

WTien down the river-banks they roam, 
The white moon-lady leads them home 


TEABS m THE SPRtN'Q 

Clad m blue silk and bnght embroidery 
At the first call of Spnng the fair young bnde, 
On whom as yet Sorrow has laid no scar. 
Climbs the Kingfishei’s Tower Suddenly 
She sees the bloom of willo'ws far and 'wide, 
And gneves for him she lent to fame and war. 



cavicG CHrano 

CZXCl A.D. 7-^ 


A Tioitt phOotophfr wbo Lrtd la (b« lias of (lis Jtxnpcror 
Sn Tinog and btVJ oCee nnder bln. Tpr sons offfow bn 
TU aod tbs rojal pardon foond bin far too occBpltd 

to dream of rctam. 

T/ l ii p trO maaj of tbs camo pbOooopbj bs I’soams a lonely 
vaodcrrr caDJn^ hl/rnslf tba **Okl b*HbmD>a of (be IHaU 
and \\steT*.'' ^fruor OQm {CimtH LiStraSort p. 101) 
addi tbe eoriots tuteneot that "bi? apest bit time in anflio; 
bat (ued oo bait bii object oot bebg to eaUb (ah. 


A wonu) ArABT 

Tho Lady 3Ioon i« my lorer 
5Iy fnondj aro tho oceans four 
Tho heavona h&vo roofed mo oTcr 
And tho dawn Is my golden dooc 
I would hefer follow tho condor 
Or the seagull soaring from hen, 
Than bnry ray godhead yonder 
In tho dost of tbo whirl of men 



CRANG JO-HU 

omoA A D 800 

When heaven reveals her pmnal stainless blue, 
Alone vathin the firmament there burns 
The tmy torch of dusk What startled eyes 
Uphfted from the restless stream first met 
The full round glory of the moon 1 Yon orb 
That pales upon the flood of broad Chiang, 

When did she first through twihght mists unveil 
Her wonders to the world ? 

Men come and go , 
New generations hunger at the heels 
Of those that yield possession Still the moon 
Fulfils her phases While the tides of time 
Eat out the rocks of empire, and the stars 
Of human destmy adown the void 
Go ghttenng to their doom, she changeless sweeps 
Through all her times and destimes Alas ! 

The httle lives that swarmed beneath the moon, 

I cannot count them. This alone I know — 
That, wave on wave, the Chiang seeks the sea, 
And not a wave returns. 

6 « 


CHAKG JO HU 


60 


One email white olond 
Threading the vaaty vault of heaven reoaDa 
lly heart rnito her lonelmesa I eafl 
Between two banke where heavy boogha eulaoo * 
Whoso verdurouB luxuriance wakes onoo more 
My many grlofa None know me os I am, 
Steering to strange adventure None may toll 
If steeped in the same moonhght hoa afar 
Some mm pavihon where my l^y dreama 
Of mo An, happy moon 1 low lingering moon 1 
That with soft touch now hrightena Into Jade 
Lmtel and door and when she lifts the blind 
Floats through the darkened chamber of her 
sleep 

While leagues away my love-winged znesBagee 
Go dockmg home and though they mingle not 
Onr thoo^ts seek one anoth^ In the hit 
Of winds I hear her whisper ' Oh that I 
Might melt into the moonbeams and with them 
Leap through the void, shed myself with them 
Upon my lover ” Slow the night creeps on 
Sleep harbours in the little room She dreams — 
Dreams of a fall o flowers Alas I young Sprmg 
Lies on the threshold of maternity 
And still he comes not Still the flowing stream 
Sweeps on, but the swift torrents of green hours 
Are hoked into the braxen skies between 
Their widening ban^ The great dehberate 
moon 

Now leans toward the last resort of night 
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Gloom of the -^vestern waves. She dips her rim, 
She sinlcs, she founders in the mist , and still 
The stream flows on, and to the insatiate sea 
Hurries her white-wave flocks innumerable 
In never-ending tale. On such a night 
How many tireless travellers may attain 
The happy goal of their desire 1 So dreams 
My lady till the moon goes down, and lo ' 

A rush of troubled waters floods her soul, 

While black forebodings rise from deeps unknown 
And the cold trail of fear creeps round her heart. 



-TONG HANOHING 


THB OIXiSSTUJCi WSAVXB 

A TSiKO of fftone beside L&ke Koocm misg 
Him for a tboosand aattunoB borne the name 
Of the Celestial Weaver lake that star 
She shine* above the waters wondering 
At her pale lovehnee* Uninunbered waves 
Have broidered with green moe* the marble 
fold* 

About her feet Toiling eternally 

They knock the etone like tirel^ ahuttlee plied 

Upon a sounding loom. 

Her pearly looks 
Resemble snow-oolls on the mountain top 
Her eyebrows arch — the crescent moon, A smile 
lies in the opened lily of her faoe 
And since she breathes not being stone the 
buds 
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Light on her shoulders, flutter ivithout fear 
At her still breast Immovable she stands 
Before the shining mirror of her charms 
And, gazing on their beauty, lets the years 
Shp into centunes past her , , , 



po OHtri 


AJK 772>S4e 

StTnTTCKf rw» oU tod ftlrwkd^ a doctor of lotton » gre: 
fattw waa bcfow him. The Hie o! rooh a man ironJd we 
(o be ab» iw ^ftrogtesi from hoAoixr to hoooor Yet it 
to eoiiM cottf WAa tesporvr vithdnval of bnperi 
fitoor (hat *e ove **Tbe iMe Girl'* pethapa the me 
deUeate piece of vorfc that baa torrired the a^ of the goid 
T'aoga. CVrtalixlr the mnalo b the meet haontio^ aoggeatf 
of man^-ocloored mooda vtth as oodertona of eadoew c 
that tnoUre ot a^paOiy hefrwfen the artbt>ezDM of t 
ooh^tvo which ca^theeoog Iroia the liaget aod teanfre 
the heart of themao. Soeidle broueht Ita oooaolatloot, t 
Toko aod preaeaee of The Late Obh^ aad the dgbt namet 
poet* who became irith Po Chti i the Dtemy egnunont 
of HaUng-ahin. In Chiaa jt hae elwaja been poafble : 
theartUt (oIiTeawayfrom the capitaL Prorlnctal goren 
and high official eec^ for hfan t ^ compete /or the how 
cf his laraeafo. B«peet» which b the fot word of Ch{ji 
»bdom accofdiflg to CbnfiKin*, b paid to him. In proTint 
Eorope hb Twy preaeoce wtrald be anfawim unjeag he b 
hU ima on the Ugh road or atoie a nei^booi a pig I 
hli OfWtial JIa/erty hear* of the ilmpJo tife at IlJUang-at 
and becomca jralona for hb aerrant The brodfO of ml 
133*1 oo» more be laid on not too wiHitig thooldc^ 
Chll I b recalled and proxaoted ffom prortaw to ptorh: 
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till eventually, five years before his death, he is made President 
of the Board of War Two short poems here rendered — 
namely, “ Peaceful Old Age ” and “ The Penalties of Pvank ” — 
give uS a glimpse of the poet m his old age, conscious of 
decaying powers, glad to be qmt of office, and waiting with 
Bubhme faith m hrs Taoist pnnoiples to be “one with the 
pulsings of Eternity” 

Po Chu-i 15 almost nearer to the Western idea of a poet 
than any other Chmese writer He was fortunate enough 
to be bom when the great love-tragedy of Mmg Huang and 
T‘ai Chen was still fresh m the minds of men He had the 
nght perspective, bemg not too near and yet able to see 
clearly. He had, moreover, the feeling for romance which 
IS BO ill-defined m other poets of his country, though strongly 
evident in Chmese legend and story He is an example of 
that higher patnotism rarely met with m ChmeSe official 
life which recognises a duty to the Emperor as Father of 
the national family — a duty too often forgotten m the obh- 
gation to the clan and the desire to use power for personal 
advantage Passionately devoted to hterature, he might, 
like Li Po and Tu Fu, have set down the seals of office and 
hved for art alone by the mountam-sfde of his beloved Hsiang- 
shan. But no one knew better than Po Chu-i that from 
him that hath much, much shall be expected The poet 
ennobled pobtical life, the broader outlook of affairs enriched 
his poetry and humamsed it 

And when some short hobday brought him across the 
frontier, and the sunbght, breakmg out after a noon of ram 
over the dappled valleys of Chma, called him home, who 
shall blame him for Imgenng awhile amid his forest dreams 
with his fishing and the chase 

Yet sohtude and the picturesque cannot hold him for 
long, nor even the ardours of the chase Po Chu-i is above 
all the poet of human love and sorrow, and beyond all the 
consoler Those who profess to find pessimism m the Chmese 
character must leave him alone At the end of the great 
tragedy of “ The Never-endmg Wrong ” a whispered message 
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of hope fs bome to tH« kmoly tool tgAimfc tbo confinct 

of tlie Tifn}Ie TOrld — 

“ "Ml my Vjtd,” ibe marmaxod* “ to be firm of heart as 
thit gold and enajnal t th^ in faiearan or earth belov ire 
twain may meet ofloe more.** 

It b the dootrine of eternal coostanoy ao dimly ondantood 
in the Western world, which Uda the ytmng wife trairwlafe 
herself on her hoshaod's tomb rather than marry agaim sod 
makee the whole world seem too small for the stifokea 
Emperor with all the youth and beau^ of Qiina to ecunmancL 


THB LITTB OIBL 


The foBowiog b Po ChS fa own prefaise to hb poem : — 

fFAo. afUr Urn yaars ef rtgmlar nrtiu, I mos lervg f tUf 
dusnassd /rom tl« JF Ve/ a rfar s cf tiu Nt»4 Jhpcrs cmd tiu 
ilasUnJup of Un Uartt, t* Pi4 bnffii mrfi ma of tAe year I 
wu taU oieav to Ko-jttn Cfrtth* movA. It tear tMm Aat 
I Aamd, aeotaa in m)f at awdat^ tJu (luni tonu of a ItU. 
Jt Itemed ai Oumjk t wu UMming to tie tonei of tie gonQi 
ra tie Palace of tt« Oajiiied. On aetmy an oid sicm, / learnt 
Aat it ms Ou verfonxamee of a wootaw vho for weay years 
iod enltitaied tu tiro tibiUs of mMiie and nnftny to food 
t§tcL In tie ecmne of Ime iv heasd}^ faded siU innibled 
itr pnde and foBoteed her fate by becoming a mtrduaffe wife. 


Tie irfas m oat and Ue eonge eeaeed. lly grief ms sacA 
tiat 1 mad* a ftu liort poeeu to tti fo tnneie far tngtng 


Bat ntne pertarbed, engvifed, dieirteiid, %oom ont^ I store 
ahotd tie rtvtr and laJtt at my Uiren. I iavt Urn ont of 
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office for two years, hut the effect of this man's words is such 
as tojproduce a peaceful influence within me. 

This evening I feel that I have dismissed all the reproachful 
thoughts I harboured, and tn consequence have made a long 
poem which I intend to present to the court > 


By night, beside the nver, underneath 
The flower-hke maple leaves that bloom alone 
In autumn’s silent revels of decay, 

We said farewell. The host, dismountmg, sped 
The partmg guest whose boat rocked under him. 
And when the circhng stirrup-cup went round, 
No light gmtar, no lute, was heard agam ^ 

But on the heart aglow with wine there feU 
Beneath the cold bnght moon the cold adieu 
Of fading fnends — ^when suddenly beyond 
The cradled waters stole the luUaby 
Of some famt lute , then host forgot to go. 

Guest hngered on all, wondenng at the spell, 
Besought the dim enchantress to reveal 
Her presence , but the music died and gave 
No answer, dying Then a boat shot forth 
To brmg the shy musician to the shore 
Cups were refilled and lanterns trimmed agam, 
And so the festival went on At last, 

Slow yieldmg to their prayers, the stranger came, 
Hading her burmng face behind her lute , 

And twice her hand essayed the strmgs, and twice 
She faltered in her task , then tenderly, 

As for an old sad tale of hopeless years, 
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With drooping head and flngera deft she poured 
Her sotU forth into melodies Now slow 
The pleotmm led to prayer the cloistered chords 
Now loudly with the crash of falling ram. 

Now soft as the leaf whispering of words 
Now loud and soft together as the long 
Fatter of pearls and seed pearls on a dish 
Of marble hqidd now as from the bush 
Warblea the mango bird meandering 
Now as the streamlet seawards Toioeless now 
As the wild torrent in the strangling arms 
Of her loo-Iover lying motionless 
Lulled UL a passion far too deep for sound. 

Then as the water from the broken vase 
Gushes or on the maOM boreeman falls 
The anvil dm of steel as on the silk 
The slash of rending so upon the strings 
Her pleotrum fell 

Then silenoe over us 

No sound broke the ohanned oir The autumn 
moon 

Swam silver o er the tide as with a sigh 
The stranger stirred to go 

'I passed, said she 
My childhood in the capital my home 
Was near the hills A girl of twelve I learnt 
The magic of the lute the passionate 
Blending of lute and voice that drew the souls 
Of the great masterj to aoknowledgmont , 

And lovely women envious of my face 
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Bowed at the shrine in secret The young lords 
Vied for a look’s approval One brief song 
Brought many costly bales Gold ornaments 
And silver pins were smashed and trodden down. 
And blood-red silken skirts were stained with wine 
In oft-times echoing applause And so 
I laughed my hfe away from year to year 
Wlule the spring breezes and the autumn moon 
Caressed my careless head Then on a day 
My brother sought the battles in Kansuh , 

My mother died * mghts passed and mornings 
came, 

And with them waned my beauty Now no more 
My doors were thronged , few were the cavahers 
That lingered by my side , so I bec£\.me 
A trader’s wife, the chattel of a slave 
Whose lord was gold, who, parting, httle lecked 
Of separation and the unhonoured bride 
Since the tenth moon was full my husband went 
To where the tea-fields npen I remamed, 

To wander m my httle lonely boat 

Over the cold bnght wave o’ mghts, and dream 

Of the dead days, the haze of happy days, 

And see them set agam m dreams and-tears ” 

• ■ • • i A 

Already the sweet sorrows of her lute 
Had moved my soul to pity , now these words 
Pierced me the heart “ O lady fair,” I cned, 
“We are the vagrants of the world, and need 
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No ceremony to be friends Lest year 
I left the Impenal Qty banished for 
To this plague-strioken spot where desolation 
Broods on from year to heavy year nor lute 
Nor love b guitar uj heard By marshy bank 
Girt with t^ yellow reeds and dwarf bamhoos 
I dwelL Night long and day no stir no sound 
Only the lurking ouokoo s bfood-etamed note 
The gibbon s mournful wad Hill songs I have 
And vQlage pipes with their discordant twang 
But now I listen to thy lute methinks 
The gods were parents to thy mamo Sit 
And sing to ns again whde I engrave 
Thy story on my tablets 1 OrotefuDy 
(For long she h^ beon standing) the Into girl 
Sat down and passed mto another song 
Sad and so soft a dream unlike the song 
Of now ago Then oh her hearers wept 
In sorrow unrestrained and I the more 
Weeping until the pale ohiysanthemums 
Upon my darkened robo were starred with dew 


TEB UHViU BNPIKO WBOWa 

I hjiTe kliMdj tUoded to the ttorj oi the Emperor Ulng 
Bouig and the UdrTang Kwel or u eho la 

oeOed, to mj iDtiodaoUocL Id oir^r th«t the erenti vhkh 
led op to htf tr«|io dMth auj he azkderrtood. I hare gim 
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in front of the poom a short extract from the old Chmoso 
annals translated mto French by the Jesuit Father Joseph 
de Mailla m 1778 The Emperor is fleemg ivith a small, 
ill disciphned force before the rebellions general An Lu-shan 
mto the provmco of Ssiioh'uan So the bald narrative 
resumes 


As the Emperor was joUoived hy a numerous sutte, and 
hecaiise Ume was lacking, the arrangements for so long a journey 
toere found to he insufficient On their arrival at Ma-wei 
both officers and men murmured loudly against Tang Kite- 
chung,^ accusing him of having brought all the present evils - 
upon them The ambassador of the King of Tibet, followed 
by twenty retainers, seeing the Prime Minister pass, stopped 
him, and asked for provisions Then the soldiers Oried out 
that Tang was conspiring unth the strangers, and thromng 
themselves upon him, they cut off his head, which they exposed 
on a stake to the public gaze The Emperor, becoming aware 
of this violence, did not, however, dare to exact punishment 
He sent an officer to the chief of those who had slain the Prime 
Minister, to find out the reason for their deed , he replied that 
they had done so because Tang was on the point of rebellion 
The leader of the revolt even demanded the instant execution 
of the lady T'ai Chen, as she was the sister of the supposed rebel, 
Tang The Emperor, who loved her, desired to prove her 
innocence by showing that it was impossible for her, living 
always as she did within the Palace precincts, to be confederate 
to her brother's plot His envoy, however, urged him that 
it teas politic, after the events he had witnessed, to sacrifice 
her, innocent as she was, if he wished to escape from the dangers 
of (another) revolution The Emperor, yielding to political 
necessity, gave her into the hands of the envoy with the order 
that she should he strangled 


t Minister of State, brother to T‘ai Ch6n. 
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Ennui 

Tired of palo langnore and the painted amile, 
His Majesty the Son of Heaven long time 
A slave of bcanty ardently desired 
The glance that brings on Empire s overthrow 

Beauty 

From the Yang family a maiden came 
Glowing to womanho^ a rose aflame 
Reared In the inner sanotnory apart 
Lost to the world resistless to the heart 
For beauty snob os hers was hard to hide 
And so when sommoned to the monaroh s side 
Her flashing eye and merry laugh had power 
To ohann into pure gold the leaden hour 
And throngb tho pamt and powder of the court 
All gather^ to tho sanshme that she brought. 
In spring by the Imperial command 
The waters of Hua oh ing beheld her stand 
Loving her body m tho crystal wave 
Whoso dimpled fount a w arm th perennial gave 
Then when, her girls attending forth she came 
A reed m motion and a rose in flame 
An empire passed into a maid s control 
And with her eyes she won a monarch s soul 

Betdry 

Hair of oloud o er face of flower 
Nodding plumes wl^re she alights, 
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In the -whitn hibiscus bower 

Sho lingers thiough the soft spniig nights— 

Nights too short, though w caring lato 

Till the mimosa days arc bom 

Never moic atlniis of State 

Wake them in the early mom 

Wine-stamod moments on the iving, 

Moonht hours go luting bj*, 

She who leads the fliglit of Spring 
Loads the midnight revelry 
Flawless beauties, thousands three, 

Deck the Imperial harem, 

Yet the monarch’s eyes may seo 
Only one, and one supremo. 

Goddess in a golden hall, 

Fairest maids around her gleam, 
Wine-fumes of the festival 
Daily waft her into dream. 

Smiles she, and her sires ate lords, 

Noble ranlv her brothers wan 
Ah, the ominous aivards 
Showered upon her lath and km ' 

For throughout the land there runs 
Thought of peril, thought of fire , 

Men rejoice not in their sons — 

Daughters are their solo desire. 

In the gorgeous palaces, 

Piercmg the grey skies above, 


* Pronounced haretm. 
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Mujrio on the languid breere 
Dtbwb the dreaming world to loro 
Song and danoe and bands that swnj 
The paaaion of a thooBand lyres 
Ever through the live-long day 
And the monarch never ties 
Sudden comes the answer ourt 
Loud the fish-«km war-drums roar 
Cease the plaintive rainbow stirt * 
Death is drumming at the door 


FltgM 

Qouds upon clouds of dost enveloping 
The lofty gates of the proud oapitaj 
On on to the south west a linng wall 
Ten thousand battle-ohanota on the wing 


Feathers and jewels flashing through the cloud 
Onwards and then an bait The legions wait 
A hundred li beyond the weetem gate 
The great walls loom boMnd them wrapt in cloud* 


No further jtirs the suDeu soldiery 
Naught but the last dread offioe can arad 
Till she of the dark moth-eyebrows lily pale 
Sbinea through tall avenues of spears to oUe 
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Upon the ground he ornaments of gold, 

One with the dust, and none to gather them, 
Hair-pms of jade and many a costly gem, 
Kingfishers’ wings and golden birds scarce cold. 

The kmg has sought the darkness of his hands, 
Veihng the eyes that looked for help m vam. 
And as he turns to gaze upon the slam. 

His tears, her blood, are mingled on the sands 


Exile 

Across great plams of yeUow sand. 

Where the whistlmg wmds are blown, 

Over the cloud-topped mountam peaks, 

They wend their way alone. 

Few are the pilgrims that attam 
Mount Omi’s heights afar ; 

And the bnght gleam of their standard grows 
Faint as the last pale star. 

Dark the Ssuch'uan waters loom, 

Dark the Ssuch'uan hills. 

And day and mght the monarch’s life ^ 

An endless sorrow fills. 

The brightness of the foreign moon 
Saddens his lonely heart , 

And a sound of a beU m the evemng rain 
Doth rend his soul apart, 
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liditm 

Tho days go by and onco again 
Among the shadowa of bla pain 
Ho lingers at tho well known placo 
That bolds tho momoiy of hor faco 

Bat from tho olonds of oarth that lie 
Beneath tho foot of tall Ma-woi 
No signs of hor dim form appear 
Only tho place of death is hero 

Statcaman e and monaroh a oyes havo met, 
And royal robes with tears are wot 
Then eastward dies tho frantic steed 
As on to tho Rod Wall they speed 


Borne 

Ihero Is the pooh fho flowers as of old 
Thero the hibisous at the gates of gold 
And thero the willows ronnd tho palace nso 
In the hlbiscos flower ho boos hor face 
Her eyebrows in tho willow he oan trace 
And (^en pansioe thnll him with her oyes 

How in this presence should his tears not oomo, 
In spring amid the bloom of pooch and plam. 
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In autumn rams when the wut'ung leaves must 
fall ? 

South of the western palace many trees 
Shower their dead leaves upon the terraces, 

And not a hand to stir their crimson paU 

Ye minstrels of the Garden of the Pear,‘ 

Gnef with the touch of age has blanched your - 
hair 

Ye guardians of the Pepper Chamber,* now 
No longer young to him, the firefly flits 
'Through the black haU where, lost to love, he sits, 
Foldmg the veil of sorrows round his brow, 

Alone, and one by one the lanterns die, 

Sleep with the hly hands has passed him by, 
Slowly the watchesjof the mght are gone. 

For now, alas ' the mghts are aU too long, 

And shine the stars, a silver, mockmg throng. 

As though the dawn were dead or slumbered on 

Cold settles on the pamted duck and drake. 

The frost a ghostly tapestry doth make. 

Chill the kingfisher’s qmlt with none to share. 
Parted by Me and death ; the ebb and flow 
Of night and day over his spirit go , 

He hunts her face in dreams, and finds despair. 


^ Tho Pear Garden was a college of music founded by Ming 
Huang for the purpose of trammg the youth of both soies 
® The women’s part of the palace 
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8p\Txl Land 

A pnost of Tao one of the Hung ta Bohool 
Was able hy his niagio to compel 
Tho spirits of the dead. So to rchoro 
The sorrows of his king tho man of Tao 
Bcoeives an urgent summons Borne aloft 
Upon tho clouds on other charioted 
He flics with speed of lightning High to heaven 
low down to earth ha seeking everywhere 
Floats on tho for empyrean and below 
The yellow springs but nowhere in ^at space 
Can no ^d aoght of her At length no hears 
An old world tale an Island of the Blest •— 

So runs the legend— in mid-ocean lies 
In realms of blue vacuity too faint 
To be descried there g^y coloured towers 
Rise up hko rainbow olouds and many gentle 
And b^utifol Immortals pass their days 
In peace Among thorn there Is one whoso name 
Sounds upon hps os Eternal By the bloom 
Of her white sMn and flower liko face ho knows 
That this IS she Knocking at the jado door 
At the weetom gate of tho golden house ho bids 
A fair maid breathe his name to ono more fair 
Than all She hearing of this ombosay 
Sent by tho Son of Heaven starts from her dreams 
Among tho tapestry ourtojns Gathering 


* Tho /ahlod roloTid of 
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Her robes around her, lotting the pillow fall, 

She, risen in haste, begins to deck herself 
With pearls and gems Her cloud-hko hair, dis- 
hevelled, 

Betrays the nearness of her sleep. And with the 
droop 

Of her flowery plumes m disarray, she floats 
Light through the hall The sleeves of her divme 
Raiment the breezes fill As once again 
To the Rainbow Skirt and Heather Jacket air 
She seems to dance, her face is fixed and calm. 
Though many teai-drops on an almond bough 
Fall, and recall the rams of sprmg Subdued 
Her wild emotions and restrained her grief. 

She tenders thanks unto his Majesty, 

Saying how since they parted she has missed 
His form and voice , how, tliough their love had 
reached 

Too soon its earthly hmit, yet among 
The blest a multitude of mellow noons 
Remam ungathered Turning now, she leans 
Toward the land of the hvmg, and in vam 
Would find the Imperial city, lost in the dust 
And haze Then raising from their lacquered 
gloom 

Old keepsakes, tokens of undymg love, 

A golden hau’-pm, an enamel brooch. 

She bids him bear them to her lord One-half 
The hair-pm still she keeps, one-half the brooch, 
Breakmg with her dun hands the yellow gold, 
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Stmdoring the enamel ** Toll my lord * 

She mnnnurcd to bo firm of heart as thia 
Gold and enamel then In heaven or earth 
BcIott tto tvrain may meet once mow Ai 
porting 

She gave a thousand messoges of love 
Among the rest recalled a mntual pledge 
How on the eoventh da) of the seventh moon 
Within the Hall of Immortahty 
At midnight whispering when none were near 
Low in her car ho breathed I swear that wo 
like to the ono-winged birds will over fly 
Or grow muted os treo whoso boaghj 
Are interwovom Heaven and earth shall foil 
Long lasting as they are Bat this mat wrong 
Shall strotoh from end to cod the tiiurerso» 

And sbme beyond tbo nun of tbo stars 


Tin: Rivm ajo) tih leat 

Into the night the sounds of luting flow 
The west wmd stirs amid the root-crop blue 
While envious fireflies spoil the twinkling dew 
And early wfld-geose stem the dark Klnlio 

Now great trees tell tholr seoreta to the sky 
And hiil on bill looms in the moon-olcor night. 
I watch one leaf upon tlm river light 
And in a dream go drifting down the Hwai 
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LAKE SHANQ 

Oil ! she is like a picture in the spring, ' 

This lake of Shang, with the wild hiUs gathenng 
Into a winding garden at the base 
Of stormless waters , pines, deep blue, enlace 
The lessemng slopes, and broken moonhght 
gleams 

Across the waves hke pearls we thread m 
dreams 

lake a woof of jasper strands the com unfolds, 
Field upon field beyond the quiet wolds , 

The late-blown rush flaunts in the dusk serene 
Her netted sash and slender slart of green 
Sadly I turn my prow toward the shore, 

The dream behind me and the world before. 

0 Lake of Shang, his feet may wander far 
Whose soul thou boldest mirrored as a star. 


THE RtrnrED home 

Who was the far-off founder of the house, 

With its red gates abuttmg to the road ? — 

A palace, though its outer wmgs are shorn. 

And domes of ghttermg tiles The waU without 
Has tottered mto rum, yet remain 
The stragghng fragments of some seven courts, 
The wreck of seven fortunes roof and eaves 
Stall hang together. From this chamber coo) 
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The dense blue Buioke ftroeo Nor heat nor 
cold 

Now dwells tberoln A tall pavibon stands 
Empty beside the empty rooms that face 
Ihe plne-browod soouiom hills Long purple 
vines 

Frame the verandahs 

Mount the sunken stop 

Of the rod, joyous threshold and shako down 
The peach and ohorry branches Yonder group 
Of scarlet peonies hath ringed about 
A lordly fellow with ten witnesses 
Of his official rank. The taint of meat 
Ungers sjroond the kitchen and a trace 
Of vanished hoards the treasury retains 


Who con lay hold upon my words T Give heed 
And oommone wi^ thyself I How poor and 
mean 

Is the last state of wretohedneas, when cold 
And famine thxmder at the gates and none 
But pale enduranoe on the threshold stands 
With helpless hands and hollow eyes the dumb 
Beholder of calamity O thou 
That would protect the land a thousand years 
Behold they are not that heroin once bloomed 
And perished but the garden breathes of them 
And all the flowers are migrant for their sakea 
Salute the garden that salutes the dead I 
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A PALACE STOEY 

A network handkerchief contains no tear 
’Tis dawn at court ere wine and music sate. 
The rich red crops no aftermath await 
Rest on a screen, and you will fall, I fear. 


PEACEFUL OLD AGE 

Chunng Tzu said “Too^ gives me this toil m manhood, 
this ropoBO in old age, this rest in death ” * 

Swiftly and soon the golden sun goes down, 

The blue sky wells afar mto the mght , 

Tao IS the changeful world’s environment ; 
Happy are they that in its laws dehght 

Tao gives me tod, youth’s passion to'achieve, 
And leisure m hfe’s autumn and decay 
I follow Tao — the seasons are my friends ; 
Opposing it misfortunes come my way. 

Withm my breast no sorrows can abide ; 

I feel the great world’s spint through me thrill, 
And as a cloud I drift before the wmd, 

Or with the random swallow take my will. 


' Literally, “ The Way ” 
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Ab ondcrneath the mclbcrry treo I dream 
The irater-clock dnps on and dawn appears 
A now day ehmea on wriiddcs and whito hair 
The symbols o( tho {olncss of my years 

If I depart I cast no Jock behind 
StlU wod to Ufo I itOl am free from care 
Since bfo and death In cycle* come and go 
Of little moment aro the days lo spare 

Thus stronn in faith I wait and long lo bo 
One with too pulsings of Eternity 


eLEtTLISSXBSa 

I cannot test when the cool is gone from Jane, 
But haunt the dim Torandab till the moon 
Fades from the dawn s portuit 
The stlrmp-llrea beneath the terrace Haro , 

Over the star-domed court a low sad air 
Poams from a hidden Into 

This endless heat doth urge mo to extremes 
Yet oool of autumn wmts till the wild gooeo 
screams 

In the track of whirling sides 
My band is laid upon tho cup once moro, 

And of tho red-gold vintage I implore 
The sleep that night denies. 


7 
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THE GRASS 

How beautiful and fresb the grass returns I 
When golden days declme, the meadow burns ; 
-^et autumn suns no hidden root have slam, 

The sprmg wmds blow, and there is grass again 

Green noting on olden ways it falls 
The blue sky storms the rumed city walls ; 

Yet smoe Wang Sun departed long ago, 

When the grass blooms both joy and dear I 
know. 


AUTUMN ACROSS THE FRONTIER 

The last red leaves droop sadly o’er the slam ; 

In the long tower my cup of wine I dram, 
Watchmg the mist-flocks dnven through the 
hills. 

And great blown roses ravished by the ram. 

The beach tmts huger down the frontier hue, 

And sotmdmg waters shimmer to the brme ; 

' Over the Yellow Kingdom breaks the sun. 

Yet dreams, and woodlands, and the chase are 
mme. 
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Tin: FLOwm tub 

Tho cnty Tttdlfl nae up to grtot 

Spring's lominous t^^gfat hoars , 
Tho cwmonr of carts rocs down tho street 
This la tho Fair of Flowers 
Leisoro and plcasnre dnft along 
Beggar and marquis Join tho throng 
And care humility rank and prido 
In the Bight of tho flowers nro laid aaido 
Bright <m I bright are a thousand shados, 
Crimson splashes and alender blades 
With Ato white flUets bound 
Tents aro here that will oorcr all 
Ringed with tnlUs and leafy wall, 

And the dust is laid around 
Naught but life doth here duplay 
The dying flower is oast away 
Families meet and intermingle 
LoTors are parted and friends go single 
One ambition oU avow — 

A roof to harbour a field to ploughs 
See,- they cotno to the Flower Fat 
Yontb and maiden a laughing pair 
Bowed and sighing the greyb^rd wends 
Alone to the mart where wi g hm g ends. 

For here is a burden all may be^, 

The onmson and gold of the Flower Fair 
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THE PENALTIES OP RA2TH 

Three score and ten ! A slave to office yet ! 

In the Li Chi these luminous words befall 
“ The lust for honours honours not at all,” 

Here is the golden hne we most forget 

Alas 1 how these long years afflict a man ! 

When teeth are gone, and fading eyes grow dim. 
*The mormng dews brought dreams of fame to hun 
Who bears m dusk the burdens of his clan. 

His eyes still hnger on the tassel blue. 

And stdl the red sedan of rank appeals. 

But his shrunk belly scarce the girdle feels 
As, bowed, he crawls the Pnnce’s Gateway 
through. 

Where is the man that would not wealth acclaim ? 
Who would not truckle for his sovereign’s grace ? 
Yet years of high renown their furrows trace. 
And greatness overwhelms the weary frame 


The sprmgs of laughter flow not from his heart, 
Where bid& the dust and glamour of old days. 
Who walks alone m contemplation’s ways ? 

’jTw he, the happy man, who dwells apart. 
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mt I'tLAND or n*fM 


Actom tlio Tnllow 0 a tcmp!« 

Pale, tUrougli tbo Iota»^rdled L'le of plnea, 

And twiLght Il^tcrw to llie dnp of oaT»— 

Tho coming of dark boatji tHth ^rented *u>rc*^ 

Of ornngo seed , iho mUt lean< from tl>e hill 
^\Tu1o palm leaves sway tirUt wind and water 
chiU 

And wavea of tmoko like phantoms rieo and 
fadp 

Into a trembling tangle of |?rccn jade 
I dream strange dreams within my tower room 
Dreams from the glimmering realms of even 


Until each princely guest doth landing raiio 
His oyes upon tho full-orbed moon to gaze- 
Tho old moon palace that in ocean stands 
Mid clouds of thifitle-down and Jewelled strands 


BPiu'eoTinn 

The lonely convent on tho hill 
Draws raorohants feting from tho west 
Almost upon tho watora still 
The qniot clonds loan down end rest 
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In green pavilions of warm trees 
The golden builders toil and sing ; 

Wbile swallows dip along the leas, 

And dabble in the ooze of Spring 

A thousand flowers, a thousand dreams, 
Bnght pageants in confusion pass '' 
See yonder, where the white horse gleams 
His fetlocks deep m phant grass 

Beside the eastern lake there calls 
No laughmg throng, no lover goes ; 

But^ m the long embankment walls 
The willow sh^e invites repose. 


THE AHOEENT WHTD 

The peach blooms open on the eastern wall — 
I breathe their fragrance, laughing m the glow 
Of golden noontide Suddenly there comes 
The revelation of the ancient wind, 

Ploodmg my soul with glory , tiU I feel 
One with the bnghtness of the first far dawn. 
One with the many-coloured sprmg , and all 
The secrets of the scented hearts of flowers 
Are whispered through me , till I cry aloud — 
“ Alas I how grey and scentless is the bloom 
Of mortal life I ” This — this alone I fear. 



THE A^CIF^"^ WIVD PO 

That from yon twinkling mirror of drHphl 
The unreal flowers may fade that with the trraih 
Of the fiery flying Dragon they trill fall 
Petal by petal alowly yettoofoofl 
Into tlwj worid a grwm eqiolchro Alat I 
My little friends my lovers w© miwt part, 

And^ like aome oncompanloned pine tlmt aUnds, 
Last of the legions on the ronlhem alopw 
I too shall stand alone and hungry trindi 
Shall gnaw the lato<tnngn of my desolate heart 



LI HUA 

OIKOA AD 860 


AN OLD BATTLE-FIELD 

Vast, vast — an endless wilderness of sand ; 

A stream crawls through its tawny banks , the 
hills 

Encompass it , where m the dismal dusk '' 
Moan the last sighs of sunset Shrubs are gone. 
Withered the grass , all chill as the white nme 
Of early mom The birds go soaring past, 

The beasts avoid it , for the legend runs — 

Told by the crook’d custodian of the place — 

Of some old battle-field “ Here many a time,” 
He quavered, “ armies have been overwhelmed, 
And the famt voices of the unrestmg dead 
Often upon the darkness of the mght 
Go wailmg by.” 

O sorrow 1 0 ye Ch'ms 1 
Ye Hans 1 ye dynasties for ever flown 1 
Ye empires of the dust * for I have heard 
How, when the Chhs and Weis embattled rose 


100 
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an OliD BATTLE-FIELT) 

Along the feontiw TriiattthoChings and Hans 
Gathered tiieir mdtitndes b myriad leagues 
0£ utter wearmeaa they trod. By day 
Granng their laded steeds by mgbt they (ord 
The hostilo stream The endless earth bolow, 

The hemndleaa sky above they know no day 
Of return. Their breoats are ever bartsd 
To the pitflesB tteol and afl the wounds of war 
Unspeakable 

Methinks 1 eee them now 
Bast-mantled m the bitter wind n host 
Of Tartar warriors in ambosetwie 
Our leader sooms the foe He would give battle 
Upon the threshold of the camp The ttroam 
Besets a gam array where order rolgns 
Though many hee^ may boat where discIpUno 
la alh and me of no aoconnt 

The spear 

Now works its ^ron wiH, tbo startled sand 
Bhndmg the combatants together looked 
In the death-grip while hdl and vale and stream 
(Sow Tnth the flash and crash of arms Then cold 
The ahades of night o erwhelm them , to the knee 
In snow beards sUff with loe The comon bird 
Hath sought its nest The war-horae in its 
strength 

Is broken, aothes avail not. Hands ore dead 
rieah to the frost succumbs Nature herself 
Both aid the Tartar with a deadly blast 

following the wild onsUught. Wagons block 



102 


U HUA 


The way. Our men, beset with flank attacks, 
Surrender with their officers Their chief 
Is slam The nver to its topmost hanks 
Swollen with death , the dykes of the Great Wall 
Bnnumng with blood. Nation and rank are lost 
In that vast-heaped corruptioni 

Famtly now, 

And famter beats the drum , for strength is shorn, 
And arrows spent, and how-strmgs snapped, and 
swords 

Shattered The legions fall on, one another - 
In the last surge of hfe and death. To yield 
Is to become a slave , to fight is but 
To mmgle with the desert sands 

. No sound 

Of bird now flutters from the hushed hillside ; 
All, aU 18 stiU, save for the wmd that wails 
And whistles through the long night where the 
ghosts 

Hither and thither m the gloom go by. 

And spirits from the nether world anse 
Under the onunous clouds The sunhght pales 
Athwart the trampled grass ; the fadmg moon 
Still twinkles on the frost-flakes scattered round. 


eatTKUNQ T‘D 


i.D. 8»l-«)3 

OTTLi h kiKmn of hk life, CEoepi thei be vu Secreteiy 
> tbe Boird of Bite* retired from tbl* poeltian to leed 
it, ocDtenipUtire Efe. Hk iQtrodootksi to tbe. Ihzropeao 
rorid k mtlreij doe to Profeautr QBes. Ko k 

ude of him in French ooOecticn of tbe T*eng poets 
j the Msrqoii de Seint-Den^ Yet tbe importanoe cd hk 
ro^ cannot itbII be orer-estimaied. He k perhaps the 
itoek of the poets dealt wllb, and oertainlj ooe of 

be most phlbaopblaaL Bj hk mbtf^ mHbod of 

reetnwnt, lofty themei are elothed In tbe bdgbt raiment '' 
ifpoetry If tbrongb tbe red pine woods, or amkl the torrent 
if peo^ bkaeom mditng down tbe TsOey eome mortal 
teanty strays, tbe k bat a symbol, a lore that leads os by 
ray ot tbe partlcnlar into tbe unlraisaL Wbaterer eoises 
re pcwKM may be need as means of escape from tbe pikon 
d perKmibty Into tbe bonndloa f re edom of the spititaal 
row And once tbe tool b set free, there k no need for 
paiofol ehnkas wanderings, no need for blaluMnet to go to 
be Moontaia. for resting in tbe ceotre of aH things the 
mirezBe will be oar home and oar shaio in the secrets of 
be World Bollder will be made known. 

Frei^itad with eternal prinoiplet 
Athwart tbe night s Told, 

Where clood msans darkeo. 

And the wind blows eeaaeless aroond 
lOf 
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Beyond the range of conceptions 
Let U8 gam the Centre, 

And there hold fast -mthout violence, 

Fed from an mexhaustiblo supply ^ 

With Buch a philosophy there are infinite possibihties. 
The poet is an occultist m the truest sense of the -word. 
For him, Tune and Space no longer exist, and by “ concen- 
tration ” he IS able to communicate ivith the beloved, and 

Sweet words falter to and fro — 

Though the great Ruer rolls between 

V 

Ssu-K'ung T‘u, more than any poet, teaches how unreal 
are tlie apparent limitations of man “ He is the peer of 
heaven and earth ”, “A co-worker m Divmo transformation.” 
With his keen vision the poet sees thmgs m a glance and 
pamts them m a smglo hno, and m the poem as a whole you 
get the sense of beauty beyond beauty, as though the seer 
had looked mto a world that underlay the world of form. 
An d yet there is nothmg stramed, no peenng through tele- 
scopes to find new worlds or magnify the old , the eyes need 
only be lifted for a moment, and the great power is not the 
power of Bight, but sympathy 

And Nature, ever prodigal to her lovers, repays their favours 
m full measure To this old artist-lover she grants no petty 
details, no chance revelations of this or that sweetness and 
quahty but her whole pure self Yet such a gift is illmntablo , 
he may only wm from secret to secret and die unsatisfied. 

You grasp ten thousand, and secure one 

This might well bo wntten over his tomb, if any verse were 
needed to encompass him By entering mto harmony with 


* Chtncdc Literature, p 179 



RFTUnV OF SPRING 
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hb eoTtronment Si!l K*Bnj{ T*o tBowtd hta tlUJIty 

to fiad erpfoskrfi, «jk 1 tficr Ih* UyM of o Ibtnmnd jr*n 
tlicw Rbwine tom from tho book of Hlo hire d^ud 
(ovirdi a Uk« roso4nTC« down • lombre 


nrrtmJT op smiKo 

A lovely mnldon roaming 
Tho wild darlw valley throoglj 
Cnlb from tho shining water* 

Lihe* and lotus blue 
With leaves tho poach trees arc laden 
Tho wind sighs through tho hazo 
And tho willows wavo tucit tliadows 
Down tho oriolo-hauntod ways 
As passion tranced I folloW) 

I hoar tho old refrain 
Of Spring 8 otomal story 
That was old and is young ognin^ 


Tire conorm or ura 

Would that wo might for ever stay 
The rainbow glonos of the world 
Tho bluo of tl^ unfatbomod boo, 
The raro azoloa lato unfurled^ 

Tho parrot of a grooncr spring 
Tho willow* and tbo torraoe lino, 
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The stranger from the night-steeped hills, 
The roseht^ bnmnung cup of wine 
Oh for a life that stretched afar, 

Where no dead dust of books were nfe, 
Where sprmg sang clear from star to star ; 
Alas ! what hope for such a hfe ? 


SET FREE 

I revel in flowers without let, 

An atom at nandom m space , 

My soul dwells m regions ethereal, 

And the world is my dreaming-place. 

As the tops of the ocean I tower, 

As the wmds of the air spreading wide, 

I am ’stabhshed m might and dominion and power, 
With the umverse ranged at my side 

Before me the sun, moon, and stars, 

Behmd me the phoemx doth clang , 

In the morning I lash my leviathans. 

And I bathe my feet m Fusang. 


FASOriTATION 

Fair IS the pme grove and the mountain stream 
-V That gathers to the valley far below. 



FASCINATION 107 

The black Tringod Janks on the dim wa reach, 
adroam, 

The ^0 blao firmamont o cr banka of anorr 
And her more fair moroatipploBmooththon jade 
Gleaming among tho dork ml ^rooda 1 follow 
Now lingering now m a bird ofraid 
Of pirate wings she acoka the haven hollow 
Vague and boj^ad the dajl/ght of recall 
Into tho dondland past my spirit files 
As thongh before tho gold of nutnmn a fall 
Before glow of the moon flooded skies. 


TUajrQOTL BzrosB 

It dwells in the quiet ailoneo 
Unseen upon ^ and plam 
*lls lapped by the ttdeleaa bonnonies 
It soars with tho lonely crone 

As the springtime brooxo whoeo flutter 
Tho Bukon skirts hath blown. 

As the wind-drawn note of the bamboo flute 
Whoeo ohann wo would make our own — 

Chance-met, it eeems to surrender 
Sought and it loros oa on 
Ever anifting in form and fantasy, 

It elodee us, and is gone 
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THE poet’s VISIOH 

Wine that recalls the glow of spring, 

Upon the thatch a isudden shower, 

A gentle scholar in the bower. 

Where tall bamboos their shadows fling. 
White clonds m heavens newly clear. 

And wandermg wmgs through depths of trees, 
Then pillowed m green shade, he sees 
A totrent foanung to the mere , 

Around his dreams the dead leaves fall ; 

Calm as the starred chrysanthemum, , 

He notes the season glones come, 

And reads the hooks that never pall. 


DESPONDENT 

A gale goes ruffling down the stream, 

The giants of the forest crack ; 

My thoughts are bitter — black as death — 
For she, my summer, comes not back. 

A hundred years hke water ghde, 

Riches and rank are ashen cold. 

Daily the dream of peace recedes 
By whom shall Sorrow be consoled ? 



DESPONDENT 
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The soldier datmtloas draws his aword. 
And there are tears and endless pom 
The winds arise loaves flutter down 
And through the old thatoh drips the rain 


K rank and wealth withm tho mind abide 
Then gflded dost is aU yonr yellow gold 
Kings m their fretted palaces grow old 
Youth dwells for over at Contontmont a aide 
A mist cloud hanging at tbo nvor s brim 
Pink almond fiowera along the pnrplo bough 
A hut roso-glrdlod under moon-awopt skies 
A painted bridge balf««con in shadows dim > 
Tnbflo are the splondoon of tho poor and thou, 
0 wine of spring the vintage of tbo wiso 


OOKOSKTBATIOK 

A hut green-ehadowed among firs — 

A sun that slopes in amber oir — 

Lone wandering my head I bare 
While some for thr^h tbo silenoo stirs 

No flocks of wild geese thither fly 
And she — ah I she is far away 
Yet aU my thoughte behold her stay, 
As In the golden hours gone by v 
8 
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The clouds scarce dun the water’s sheen, 
The moon-bathed islands wanly show, 
And sweet words falter to and fro — 
Though the great River rolls between. 


MOTION 

Like a water-wheel awhirl, 

Like the roUmg of a pearl ; 

Yet these but illustrate, 

To fools, the final state 
The earth’s great axis spmmng on. 

The never-restmg pole of sky — 

Let us resolve their Whence and Why. 
And blend with all things mto One , 
Beyond the bounds of thought and dream, 
Circhng the vasty void as spheres 
Whose orbits round a thousand years : 
Behold the Key that fits my theme. 



OUYANQ HSlCr OF LULINQ - 

uj, 1007-1072 

WW the ^ ^ dynafty It was my 

A>rign to bring thii mA to cowinricm. I ham, howertt 
deekjed to Inchido Oa Yang Hria of the Bong dynuty if 
ooly for the mke of hli “ Atrtinim,” iriilch xnacy competent 

oritha hold to be one cd the finert thiiig* Qdnw. 

TTW ewe« mi u TeRed ai hk Ul^U. In colUhoratkia 
•»Uh the hktoriin Bong CThl he prepared a hirtory of the 
recent Tksg djnaity He iko h^ the importint poat of 
Grand Exunlner and vai at one time appointed a Oorenor 
in the prortneea. It ta diffionlt to pnke the Aatnrnn 
too highly With Iti daring hmgeiy gam magnifloenoe 
of ki^oage and aolemn thon^t. It k nothini Irea than 
EUeahethan, and only the mMten of that age ooold ham 
dime H fa the rendering. 

ATrrtnnr 

One night when dreammg over ajicnent books, 
There came to me a sudden far-oS sound 
Prom the south west I listened wondering 
As on it ore^t at first a gentle sigh 
l£ke as a spirit passing then It swelled 
Into the roaring of great waves that smite 
Tlie broken vanguard of the cUfi the rage 
Of rtonn black tigers in the startled mght 
Among the jackals of the wind and rain. 
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It burst upon the hanging bell, and set 
The silver pendants ohattenng It seemed 
A muffled march of soldiers hurriedly 
Sped to the mght attack with muffled mouths, 
When no command is heard, only thp tramp 
Of men and horses onward “ Boy,” said I, , 
“What sound IS that? Go forth and see ” Myboy, 
Returning, answered, “ Lord ' the moon and all 
Her stars shine fair , the silver river spans 
The sky No sound of man is heard without ; 
’Tis but a whisper of the trees ” “ Alas ! ” 

I cned, “ then Autumn is upon us now 
’Tis thus, 0 boy, that Autumn comes, the cold 
Pitiless autumn of the wrack and mist. 

Autumn, the season of the cloudless sky. 
Autumn, of bitmg blasts, the time of bhght 
And desolation , followmg the chill 
Stir of disaster, with a shout it leaps 
Upon us. All the gorgeous pageantry 
Of green is changed All the proud fohage^ 

Of the crested forests is shorn, and shrivels down 
Beneath the blade of ice For this is Autumn, 
Nature’s chief executioner It takes 
The darkness for a symbol. It assumes 
The temper of proven steel Its symbol is 
A sharpened sword The avengmg fiend, it nde; 
Upon an atmosphere of death As Sprmg, 
Mother of many-coloured birth, doth rear 
The young hght-hearted world, so Autumn drams 
The nectar of the world’s maturity. 


AUTUMN 
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At)i 1 sad the honr when all npe thinge mnat pass 
For rweetneas and decay are of one stem^ 

And sweetneas ever riots to decay 
Still, what avafleth it T The trees will fall 
In tbdr dae seasaiL Sorrow cannot keep 
The plants from fading Stay) there yet is man — 
Man, the divinest of aH thii^gw ■whose heart 
Hath known the shipwreck ^ a thonsand hopes 
Who bears a hxmdr^ wrinkled tragedies 
Upon the parchment of hia brow whose sonl 
Strange cores have hned and interbned, until 
Bonekth the burden of life hia inmost self 
Bows^own And swifter stall he seeks decay 
When groping for the nnattamable 
Or gneviog over oontments imknowm 
Then come the snows of tune Are they not due ? 
Is man of adamant he ehonld outlast 
The giants of the grovel Tet after all 
Who is it saps hia strength save man alone I 
Toll me 0 boy b v what imagined right 
Man doth oocose his Autumn blast T My boy 
Slumbered and answered not. The cricket gave 
The only answer to my song of death 

AT THE OEAVESIDE 

Years since we last foregathered O Man-oh‘ing I 
Metbinks I see thee now 
Lord of the noble brow 
And courage from thy glances challengnig 
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Ah ! when thy tired hmbs were fain to keep 
The purple cerements of sleep, 

Thy dim beloved form 
Passed from the sunshme warm, 

From the corruptmg earth, that sought to hold 
Its beauty, to the essence of pure gold 
Or haply art thou some far-towenng pme, — 
Some rare and wondrous flower ? 
What boots it, this sad hour ? 

Here m thy lonelmess the eglantine 
Weaves her sweet tapestries above thy head, 
While blow across thy bed. 

Moist with the dew of heaven, the breezes ohiU • 


Fire-fly, will-o’-the-wisp, and wandering star 
Glow in thy gloom, and naught is heard but the far 
Chantmg of woodman and shepherd from the hill. 
Naught but the startled bird is seen 
Soarmg away m the moonland sheen. 

Or the hulk of the scampermg beast that fears 
Their plamtive lays as, to and' fro. 


The palhd smgers go 

Such is thy lonehness. A thousand years, 

Haply ten thousand, hence the fox shall make 
His fastness m thy tomb, the weasef take 
Her young to thy dim sanctuary Such is the lot 
For ever of the great and wise. 

Whose tombs around us nse , 

Man honours where the grave remeinbers not. 

Ah I that a song could bring 
Peace to thy dust, Man-ch‘mg 1 
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THE T'AEG DYNASTY 

Chinese Literatebe, by H A Giles Short Histones of 
The Literatures of the World Senes, 1901 

The standard book, coniatmng a survey of Ohtnese I/iteraiurs 
from the earhest times up to about 1860 Processor Giles 
devotes considerable space to the poets of the T‘ang dynasty, and 
gives some delightful renderings of the greater poets, such as 
Ia Po and Tu Fu 

Poesies de l’iSpoque des Thang Pans, 1862 By the 
Marquis d’Hervey-Samt-Denjrs 

A valuable monograph on the poetry of the T'ang period, 
containing many prose translations and a careful study of 
Chinese verse form 

The Jade Chaplet, IN TwENry-roEii Beads ADollection 
of Songs, Ballads, etc , from the Chinese, by G C Stent 
London, 1874 

Contains ti anslations of some of the old Chinese ballads on the 
subject of the Empeior Ming Huang of the T'ang dynasty The 
verse is poor in quality but the siAject-matter of great interest 
Poems oe the T‘ano Dynasty, m Chmese Two volumes 
UeBEB ZWEI SaMMLHNGEN OHCNESISCHEB GbDIOHTB ADS 
DEB Dynastte Thang, von H PlaCh Vienna, 1869 

Bldten oHiNESisoHEB Diohtdno, BUS der Zeit der Han- 
seohs Dynastie Magdeburg, 1899 

A most valuable book on the subject Contains 2l Chinese 
illustrations 


GENEBAL 

The Poetby oe the Chinesb, by Sir John Davis London, 
1870 

An interesting essay on Chinese poetry, together unth several 
examples rendered into English verse Cioing, however, to the * 
reseorclies of later sinologues, many of his conclusions, especially 
as regards pronunciation, are out of date 

La Poesib Chinoise, by C de Horlez Bruxelles, 1892 

The best treatise on Chinese poetry that has yet appeared 
The passage dealing unth Chinese style is especially illuminating 
The whole essay is deserving of a under circulation. 

Notes on Chinesk Litebatdbb, by A. Wyhe London, 
1867 

Contains a vast deal of interesting information on the subject 
of Chinese literature, and notices of aU the important collections 
of Chinese verse that have been made from the earliest tjpiej, 


THE WISDOM OF THE EAST 
SERIES 

Eilllel tr U CRANHEK BVNQ lirl Dr S A KAPADIA 



THB SBkIES AND ITS PURPOSB 

T his Serln hu « dc&flit* objrcL Jt b, by oesns cf tb« belt 
Oriental Btcratne — bt vtidom pbDmopby {Mctry and Ucati 
— to brtoc toevtber West and Eut la a tplrlt of matnal ijid 
patbj ondentaadbis From Indb Qilna, Japan, 

Persia, Anila, Palcsttne, aod EcTP* tb«a words of wbdom hare 
bees gsilierod. 


NEW VOLUMES 

AKTHOLOOV OP AKCIBNT BOYPTIAK POBM5 

6j C El rail SaaartXT «t. 

TI MB KUK OAK Prince of Bnddhiat BaDerotanca A 

U^starr Pt(7 trmktad kaw TOate TuS V7 U. Mowow. 

LOTOSES OP THE MAHATAKA Edilad by KurwrrH 
&*avo«*a,TiBailatac ud KA«r rf Bwt of 

AKClENT INDIAN FABLES AND STORIBB. By 
BcaxutRtck. j/tart. 

VBDIC HYMNS TisbsU 1«I from tbe Rlcreda. By EowajO) 
J Tasaia, ILA^LtaD. sjeoat. 


ISDiAN 

HINDU GODS AND HEROES Stadim la tba History of tbe 

Raliftsa eflailU. B7 Lwm. P> Uannrr 
BUDDHIST SCRIPTURES ASalecdoo Translated from tbs 
Put wtu IstTiMlactlaa hy E. J Twmas, sA W 

THE heart op INDIA. Sketchsa U the HUnsy o* Hindo 
It l%ka Marala. By L. IX BaamT M.A., UttJX l/t M. 
THE RELIGION OP THE SIKHB. By Doiotht Pielp. 



BRAHMA-KNOWLEDGE; An Outline of the Philosophy of 
the Vedanta. As set forth by the Upamshadjs ai^ by Sankara. 
By L. D Barnett, M A , Lixt D 3/6 net. 

THE BUDDHA’S '‘WAY OF VIRTUE ” A Translation jof 
the Dhammapado. By W C D Wagiswara and_K. J Saunders, 
Membera of the Ro3raI Aaiattc Society, Ceylon branch"',3/S net. 


XEQENDS OF INDIAN BUDDHISM. Translated from 
“ L’Introduction H I Hietoire du Buddhisme Indten ” 6f Engine Burnouf, 
with an Introdnction by Wimiered Stephenb 3/6 net 


IRANIAN (Persian, PehIvI, Zend, etc.) 

THE SECRET ROSE GARDEN OF SA’D UD DIN 

MAHMUD SHABISTARI Rendered from the Persian, 

with an Introduction, by Fi-ORKNca Liderer. 3/6 net 

THE RUBATYAT OF HAFIZ Translated with Introduction 
by Sted AnotiL Majid, LL.D Rendered into English Verse by 
L CRAKMER-BrNc */d net 

THE TEACHINGS OF ZOROASTER, and the Philosophy 
of the Parsi Rchgion Translated with Introduction by Dr 
S A Kapadia, Lecturer, University College, London afid Edition 
3/6 net - ^ 

THE DIWAN OF ZEB-UN-NISSA The First Fifty Ghazals, 
Rendered from the Persian by Maoan Lal and Jessie Duncan West- 
brook With an Introduction and Kotea 3/6 net 

THE SPLENDOUR OF GOD Being Extracts from the Sacred 

Writings of the Bahais With Introduction by Eric Hamhond 3/6 net. 


THE PERSIAN MYSTICS 

I Jalalu’d-dm Rural By F Hadland Davis 3/6 net.' 

II Jamf By F Hadland Davis 3/6 net 

SA’DI’S SCROLL OF WISDOM By Shaikh Sa'di With 

Introduction by Sir Arthur N Wollaston, K C.LE, a/6 neL 
With Persian Script added 3/6 net. 

THE BUSTAN OF SA’DI From the Persian. Translated 

vrith Introduction by A Hart Edwards 3/6 net 

THE ROSE GARDEN OF SA’DI Selected and Rcndertfd 
from the Persian with Introduction by L, Cranmeb-Byno 3/6 net 


ARABIC 

THE RELIGION OF THE KORAN With Introduction by 

Sir Arthur N Wollaston, K C I E. 0/6 net. 

THE POEMS OF MU‘TAMID, KING OF SEVILLE 
Rendered into English Verse by Dulcie Lawrence Smith With an 
Introdnction a /6 net. ' 

ABU’L ALA, THE SYRIAN By Henry Baerlkin 3/6 net. 

THE ALCHEMY OF HAPPINESS By Al Ghazzali. 
Rendered Into English by Claud Fitui 3/6 net. 



TH£ SIKOlHQ CARAVAN Ecboo of AnUut IWir 

ftr UmT lUmuTW ]/4 nru 

THE DIWAN OF ABD L ALA. Dy IIcnET BAiEL*n« 
lA utt. 

NBBRBW 

the wisdom of the apocrypha. WUh in InU*. 

brC. A Liirsarce, AntMr •{«. ^o«C 

ancient JEWISH PROVERBS CotopOed and OiMffi*! 
bjA.Comi»,Ui SdMlir ef EnaMoW C*U«f« CuibfUn. jflotU 

CHINBSB 

THE RHYTHM OP LIFE. B«td on tU PinoiopiiT of 
Lko-Tm. Bj Ilcnj Bo eu TriinUlad k; K. E Rttimlm. 

A FEAST OF LANTERNS Rcsdcnd irjtB an lalrDdooioo by 
L. CamU^TM. Avtbor U **A Lot* Jidi, H Od«a e< Cn- 
C tdia , cte. 

TAOIST TEACHINQS. From Um UjiSoa PbOooopby of Utk 
Ttf. TraMliud bj Lw LQn.n,UA. yi Mt. 

A LUTE OP JADE Bdtrf Sdccdcmi from Uk OiMleil Podi of 
Olii. R»o*«r*d wtlh *B laif«4iict>«o L CMJniai.8nr«. mA 
Edmra. aM*^ 

THE CLASSICS OP CONFOCIOS. 

Tb« Book c( HUtory (8bo.Klof). 

Bj W Gcnm Ou. tA Mb 
Tbf Book of Odet (SU KU)f> 
fi; I. oum 0TV4. lA ocb 

THE 8AY1NQ8 OP CONFUCIUS. A onr Tmiifauloti of tb* 

crwtar owl tb« CeaAieiM A«a)«ctj> «ftk loemiinj i ** t»d Aotaa k* 
bjovn. Qtui. Hjb (OsMLk *a4tf t> tba OviairmaM if OnMiUl 
M MmMrtaUdtkaBHtmb llu*«a. jA ib 

THE CONDUCT OF LlFEi or Tbe UnlTcnil Ord«T of 
Confncfno. A inoilitioa of ooe of tba foor Coa^uiin Books, 
kftAmla kaeva u tk« Ooetrlaa af tb« Ur*s. Bj Ktr HvM Unco, iCA 
(EAla^b lAMb 

THE BAYINQS OP LAO TzO Fron the CSdaeie. Truw 

tuadwtibl ti adae lt aa by LianaaC tJS. BrAHb Ma » aa. a/SMb 

UnSINQS OP A CHINESE MYSTIC. SekctloBS ^ Uu 
ftittcxybyU’ T C- WBk lnU>4ael(M b? L»onL Gnu, tLA 

lOnoi.], A Hlatairt M (b« BritUh !!■*•««. j/l tb 

THE PLIOHT OF THE DRAGON An Emit od tba Tbacvy 
■>4 if Art la CUn sad lapui. baa*4 oa OrlfiacJ fViiii m B; 

LAamucn Bnrttnt. ySaab 

YANG CHU 8 GARDEN OF PLEASURE, Tnniklad 
fraw tbiCbtocaa bj I’ nfc mi r Atom P iii. WRh aa latrodigUa br 
H Ca-umi Btm. %f6 mu 

THE BOOK OP FILIAL DUTY Truilsltd from tba OhicM 
U Ut* Hat** Cblaf bj Iris Cots Tlrtt Sacratirr i* tb* Qnnat* 
Lcpd**. «Ai*b 



JAPANESE 

BUDDHIST PSALMS Translated from the Japanese ofShinran 
ShOnmbyS Yauabb and L Adam Beck. 3/6 not, 

SPIRIT OF JAPANESE POETRY By YoneNoguchi 3/«nct 

SPIRIT OF JAPANESE ART By Yonb Noodchi. 3/6 net 

THE WAY OF CONTENTMENT Translated from the 
Japanese of Kaibara Ekken by Ken Hoshino 3/6 net. 

THE MASTER-SINGERS OF JAPAN Being Verse Trans- ^ 
lationa from the Japanese PoeU By Clara A Walsh 3/6 net, ^ 

WOMEN AND WISDOM OF JAPAN. With Introduction* 
by S Takaishi a/6 net. 

EGYPTIAN 

ANCIENT EGYPTIAN LEGENDS ByM A Moreay. s/6nef 

THE INSTRUCTION OF PTAH-HOTEP AND THE 
INSTRUCTION OF KE’GEMNI The Oldest Booksnn 
the World Translated from the Egyptian with Introduction and 
Appendix by BATTiscoHnE Gdkh 3/6 net, 

THE BURDEN OF ISIS Being the Laments of Isis and 
Nephthys Translated from the Egyptian with an Introdnetion by James 
Teacklk Dennis 3/6 net • 


Edticnal Cottimuntcaltont should be addrtsstd to 

The Editorb or the Wisdom op the East Serib^, 

50A, Albemarle Street, London, W l 


SALMA 

A PLAY IN THREE ACTS 

By L. CRANMER-BYNG 

' 3s 6d net 

This is the drama of April played in Cintra one 
thousand years ago With sunshine and laughter 
and the whispering of a name among the lemon 
groves the brief day passes, and with tears it 
fades into the Lusitanian twilight. 

LpNDON: JOHN MURRAY, ALBEMARLE STREET, W i. 
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The way. Our men, beset with flank attacks, 
Surrender with their officers Their chief 
Is slam The nver to its topmost banks 
Swollen with death , the dykes of the Great Wall 
Bmnmmg with blood Nation and rank are lost 
In that vast-heaped oorruptiom 

Famtly now, 

And famter beats the drum , for strength is shorn, 
And arrows spent, and bow-strmgs snapped, and 
swords 

Shattered The legions fall on^one another - 
In the last surge of hfe and death To yield 
Is to become a slave , to fight is but 
To mingle with the desert sands 
. . . No sound 

Of bird now flutters from the hushed hillside ; 
All, all IS still, save for the wmd that wails 
And whistles through the long night where the 
ghosts 

Hither and thither m the gloom go by, 

And spirits from the nether world arise 
Under the ominous clouds The sunlight pales 
Athwart the trampled grass ; the fadmg moon 
Still twinkles on the fiost-flakes scattered round. 



SStTK'UNG T‘U 


kAt, 8»i-d03 

Tjm.^ knovn trf Ufa, •x»pt ihfti b« vu QtcstUsj 
to the Boud of Bited *od retired from thfa position to lead 
the oontemplAtlTe hfo. Hk fntnMlaotkm to tho. European 
trocld k entirely doe to Profeoor QQeiL No k 

made of htrn tn the Freneh ooDeotion of the T'ang poets 
hy the llarqali de SelDt^Deoj*. Yet the Importaooe of bii 
inni: cannot veil be <mtr -estimated. Eo a p eiha ps the 
iBOct fTilnrsn of the poets dealt with, aad oertainly one of 
the most phftnefi ptitrt*! By hie nbUj iha^ method of 
treatnMCt, themea ere elothed In the csl^t rahneot '' 
of poetry If tniwigb the red pdne voods, or amid the tozTeot 
of pea^-btaaeuni mahtng dcrcm the raHey Knne mortal 
beauty stnya. she h but a ^rnboh a hire that lea^ ue by 
vay of the particnlar Into t^ unirerBah Whaterer ac ie ee 
ve powees may be tned ta means of escape fnun the pikon 
of pemonallty Into the boamfleea f reedom of the spiiltnal 
vodd. And onet the soul la eei free, there k no need for 
painful almlew vaodedngs, no need for Uahomet to (O to 
tho Mountain, for resting in the centre of aH things the 
unlreae wOl be our home and our share in the secrets of 
the World Build rr vUl be msrfa knovn. 

Freighted vlth eternal prlzMlpIn 
Athwart the nights ram. 

Where cloud rnaesiiw Aarfftm , 

And tbs wind blows ceasaltei around. 

Ilk 



